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The Travedy of Othello the «ALoore 
| of Venice. 
Enter /ago and Roderigo., 
Red. V ſh; Neuer tell me, I take irmuch vnkind! 
Q I hat thog who haft had my purſe, 
o Y. As ifthe {trings were thine , ſhould'ſt know of this, . 
?ag. But you'le not heare me, 
If ever I did dreame of ſuch a matter, abhorre me. 
Rod. Thou to!dft me,thou didſt ho!d him inthy hate, 
Jag. Deſpiſc me 1t I doe not : three great ones of the Citty 
In perſonall ſuite ro make me his Lieutenant, 
Ofc capt rohim,andby the faith of man, 
S I know my price, I am worth no worſe a plice, 
Burt he, as loving his owne pride and purpoſcs, 
Euades them, witha bumbatt circumſtance, 
Horribly ſtuft with Epithites of warre 
Non-ſuits my Mediacors : for certes, ( (ayes he ) 
Ihaue already choſe my Officer, and what was he : 
Forſooth,a great Arithmeritian , | 
One Aichael C aſ510, a Florentine, 
A fellow almoſt dambd ina fairc wife, 
That neuer ſet a {quadron in the held, 
Nor the dinifion of a Battell knowes, 
More then a Spinſtcr,vnleſſe t1e bookiſh Theorique, 
Wherin the tongued Conſuls can propoſe 
As maſterly as he : meere prattle without praQiiſe, 
Is all his Soul 4ier- ſhip : but he fit had the eleRion, 
And [, of whom his eyes had (cene the proofe, 
At Rhodes,at Cipres,and on other grounds, 
Chriſtn'd and Heathen, muſt be be.leed and calm'd, 
By Dcbitor and Crotargen Counter-Caſterz « 
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| He(ingoodrtime) muſt his Leiutenant be, 
And S.r{bleſſe the marke} his Mooreſhips Ancient. 
| Red. $y heauen Irathcr would haue bin his hanginan; 
| 1a”. But ther's no remed;, 
' Tisthecurſeof ſeruice, 
|  Preferment goes by letter and affeRion, \ 
Not by the vide gradation, whzre each ſecond 
Stood heire tothe firſt ; 
| Nowlirbe judge your (elf: , 
' Whether 1, inany luſt tearmeam affin'd. 
to louethe Moore? 
Red. 1 would not follow him then. 
| Jag. Oftr, c mntent you, 
'  T fo!}owhim toſerue my turne vpon him, 
We cannot all be maſters, nor ail maſters 
Cannot be truely followed, you ſhall marke 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking knane, 
That (doting on kis owne obſequious bonJage ) 
Weares out his time much like his maſters Aſe, 
For novght but provender, and when hee's old caſhicrs, 
| Whip mee (ſuch honeſt knaues : 
Others there are, 
| Whotrim'd in formes an} viſſages of duty, 
Keepe yet their h:etrs, arrenlivg on themſclues, 
 Andthrowing bit ſh2wes of ſeruice on their Lords : 
Doe: well thrive by *em, 
And when they hauc lin'd th.ir co2tes, 
Doc th-mſclues hawage, 
Th fc feilox es have ſore fou'c, 
' And{uchaonedo? ] profeſſe ny ſelfe,----for (ir, 
* Iris as ſureas you are Roaerizo, 
Were Ithe Moore, 1 would not be Tagor 
In fo!lowing him, I follow but my ſclfe. 
Heauen 1s wy judge, nor I, Z ; 
' For loue andduty, but ſeeming (o, for my peculiar end: . 
' For when my outward 2Rion doth demonitrate | 
* Thenative aR, and figure of my heart, 
'  lacorplement extern, tis not loag after, 
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But T will weare my heart ypon my ſleeue, 
For Dawes to pecke at, 
. I amnot what am, 
Rod. What a full fortane does the thicklips owe, 
If he can carry't thus? 
lag. Call vp her father, 
Rowle him, make after him, poyſon his delight, 
Broclaime him in the ſtreer, incenſe her Kinſmen, 
And tho he ina fertile climate dwell, | 
Plague bm with flyes : tho that his ioy. be ioy, 
\ Yet throw ſuch changes of vcxation out, 
AS it may looſe ſome colour, 
Rod. Here is her fathers houſe, Ile call aloud. 
7ap.' ”=_ with like timerous accent, and dire yell, 
AS when by night and negligence, the fire 
Is ſpied in populous Cittcs, 
Red, What ho, Brabant, Seignior Brabantio, ho, 
lag. Awake, what ho, Brabantro, 
Theeues, theeues, thecucs ; 
- Looke to your houſe, your Daugiter, and your baps, 
Theeues, theeues. 


Brebantio at 4 WindoW. 
Bra, What is the rcaſon of this tertible ſummons ? 

What is the m2tter theitc? 

Rod. Signtor. is al. your family within ? 
Tag, Arc your doores Lock! ? 
Bra, Why whercfore aske you this ? 
| 7ag Sir ouare robd, for fhaine put on your gowne, 

Your heart is bui {t you haue lot 18ite your ſoule ; 

Eucn now, very now, an oidblacke Ram | 

Is tupp:ng y our white Ewe ; ari{c, ariſe, 

Awake the ſnorting Citizens with the bell, 

Or eiſethc D uell will make a Grardfire of you, ariſe I (ay. 
Pra. Wht,ninc you oft your wits? : 
Rod, Molt rcucr.nd Sc1gnior, doe you know my VyOICe e 
Bra. Not !, wiatareyou?t 
Rod, My 1am. 15 Rodrigo. PEE 
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Bra, The worſe welcome, | 
Thane charg'd thee not to haunt about my dores, 
In honeſt plaincneſſe, thou haſt heard me (a 
My daughter isnot for thee, and now in madnes, 
| Being full of ſupper and diftempering draughes, 
___ Vponmalicious braue:y, deſt thou come 
To ſtart my quiet ? | 
Rod. Sir, (tr, fir. 
Bra, But thou muſt needs be ſure 
My ſpirit and my place haue in them power, 
To make this bitcer to thee, | 
| Rod. Paticnce good fir | 
H Bra. What, tell it thou me of robbing ? this is Venice, ; 
My houſe 15not a graunge. 
Rod, Moſt graue Brahantio, 
In ſimp'e and pure ſoule T come toyou. 
lag. Sir, you are one of thoſe, that will not ſerue God, if the 
 Deuill bid you. Becauſe we corne to doe you ſeruice, you thinke 
wceare Rvfhins, youle haue your danghter couered witha Barbary 
horſe ; youle haue your Nephewes neigh to you;youle have Corrſers 
for Couſens , and Gennets for Germans, 
__ Bra, What prophane wretch art thou? | 
Jag. Tam one fir, that come to cell you, your daughter, and the 
Moore, are now making the Beaſt with two backs. 
Bra, Thou art avillaine. 
Tag. You are a Senator. 
Bres. This thou thalt anſwere, I know thee Rodorigs, 
Red, Sir, I will anſwere any thing : But I beſcech you, 
 _IPtbeyour pleaſure, and moſt wiſe conſent, 
(As part!y I findir is) that your faire daughter 
At this od cuen, and dull watch oth* night, 
Tranſported with no worſe nor bettcr guar 
Bur witha knaue of common hire, a Gundcliey, 
To the groſl: claſpes of a laſciuious Moore x 
If this be knowne to you and your allowance, 
Wee then haue dore you bold and \awcy wrongs? 
Bur if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
Wee haue yout wrong rebuke : Do not belecue _ 
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That from the ſeuſe of al ciu1litie, AT 
I thus would play and triflc with your Reuerence, 
Your daughter (if you haue not giuen her leaue, 
I ſay againe) hathmade a grellc renole, 
Tying her duty, beautie, wit and fortanes, 
In an cx:rauagant and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here, and euery where: Straight ſatisfic your ſelfe ; 
If ſhe be in her chamber, or your houſe, 
Let looſe on me the Iuſtice of the ſtate, 
For thus deludipg you. 

Bra. Strike onthe tinder, Ho : 
Gine me ataper, call vp all my people ; 
This accident: 1s hot vnlike my dreame, 
Belcefe of it oppreſles me already : ' 
Light I ſay, light. _— 

lag, Farewell, for I maſt leaue you, F 
It ſeemes not meet, nor wholeſome to my place, 
To be produc'd (as if I ſtay I ſhall,) = 
Againit the Moore, for I doc know the ſtate, 
(How cuer this may gaule him with ſome checke) 
Cannot with ſafery caſt him, for hee*s imbark'd,. 
With ſuchloud reaſon, tothe Cipres warres, 
(Which cuen now ſtands-in aR) thar for their ſoules, 
Another of his fathome, they have none 
Tolead their buſinefſe, in which regard, 
Tho I doe hate him, as Idoe hells paines, 
Yet for neceſſity of preſent life, 
I wuſt ſhewy our aflag, and figne of love, 
W hich is indecdbur ſigne, that you ſhall ſurely find him 
Lead to the Sagittary the raiſed ſearch, 
And there will I be with him. So farewell. - 


Exit. 
Ezter Brabantio #! his night gowne, and ſernans 
with T orches. 


Bra, It is romrue an cuill, gone ſhe is, 
And what's to come of my deſpiſed time, 
Is nought but bitterneſſe naw Roderige, - 


Wherg - 


6  TheTragedy of Othello 


| _ Wheredidft thou ſee her ? O vnhappy girle! 
Withthe Moore {2iſt thou? who would be a father ? 
How didit thou know twas ſhe ? ( O ſhe deceiues me 
Piſt thought,) what ſaid ſhe io you? get more tapers, 
Rafe all my kindred, are they married thinke you ? 
Red, Trucly I thinke they are. 
Bre. Oh-aueg,how got ſhe out? O treaſon of the blood; 
Fathers from hence, tcuit nor your daughters mindes, 
By wia: youſceithim +: 1s:h:re not charmes, 
By whicithe property of youth and mannaod 
May be abas'd ? hauc you rot read Roderigo, 
Ot ſome ſuci thing. 
| Roa, cs fir, I hauc indeed. 
| Bra. Cal! vp my Brother : O would you had had her, 


Some cne way, ſome another ; doe you know 
' Where we may apprehend hcr, and the Moore? 
| Red. I thinke I'can diſcou-r him, if you plcale 
/ To getgoodguard, and go: along with mec. 
| 


Bra. Pray you lead on, at cucry houſe lle call, 
I may command at m-ſt : get weapons ho, 
 S And raiſe ſome ſp: ciall Officers ot might : 
On good Rodersgo, Lie deſerue your paynes. E xeunt . 


= Enter Othello, Iago, and attendants with T orches, 
Tap, Tho inthe trade of warre, [ hauc ſlaine men, 
| - Yetrdoelholdairt very tuffte o'th conſcience, | | 


Todoenocontriu'd murther ; I lacke iniquity 
Sometimes to doe me ſcruice : nine or ten Times, 
I hadthought to hauc jerk's him here, | 
V oder the ribbes, : 
Oth, Tis berter as It 18, | 

= | lag. Nay, but he prated, 4 h 

2 An. lpoke ſuci ſcuruy avd prouoking tearmes = | 
Againſt your Honor, that with phe little godlinefſe I haue, 
| I did f.1{ had to: beaxe him : but] pray fir, 
 __ Areyoutaſt m;rricd ? For be (ute of this, 
t That the Magrircois much þcloyed, 


And hata inius ce, a voy cepotentiali, my 
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As double as the Dukes, he will diuorce you, 
Or put ypon you what reſtraint, and grecuance, 
The law (with all his might, to inferce ic on,) 
Wecle giue him cable. 
Oth. Let him doc his ſpite, 
My (cruices which I haue donethe Seigniorie, 
Shall out-conguehis complaints, tis yet to know, 
W hich when I know that boaſting is an honour, 
I ſhall promulgate, Efctch my life and being, 
From men of royall height, and my demerrits, 
May [peake vnbonnerc<d as proud a fortune 
As this thatT haue reach'd ; for know age, 
Bur that I loue the gentle Deſdemone, 
I would not, my ynhouſed free condition, 
Pur into cicuumſcription and confine 
For thc ſeas worth, Emer Caſſio with lsghts, Officers, 
Butlooke what lights come yonder? and torches, 
| Jag. Theſe are the raiſed Father and his friends, 
You were beſt go in. \ 
Oth, Not i, | muſt be found, Pl 
My parts, my Title, andmy perfc ſoule, | 
Shall manifeſt my right by : is ir they? 
Tag. By Ianw 1 thinke no. 
Oth. The ſcruants of the Duke, and my Leintcnant ? 
The goodnefle of the night vpon you (fricnds,) 
What is the newes ? | 
Caſ. The Duke does greet you (Generall,) 
And he requires your haſt, poſt-hal(t appcarance, 
Euen on the inftant, | 
Och, What's the matter thinke you ? 
Caſ. Something from Cipres, as I may diuine, 
It 152 buſincfſe of {ome heate, the Galleyes | 
Haue ſent a dozen ſequent meſſengers 
This very night one at anothers hecles x 
And many of the Conſuls rais'd, andmet, 
Arc at the Dukes already ; you hane bin hotly cald for, 
When being not at your lodging to be found, 


The Senate (ent aboue three ſeucrall queſts 
B Toa 
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. I wii: bat 'p. nda word here inthe houſe, and goe with you. 


He comes to bad intent. 


| Tofearch you out, | 
Ob. lis well I am found by you, 


Caſ, Aunci: nt, whar makes he here ? | _ 
1: Faith he to night, hath boordeda land CarciaQ, 
If i prooue lawfgll prize, hec's made for cuer. 
Cl 1 doenatynderſtand. 
<Ja Hee's marricd, 
Ca/. To whom, 


Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, «1d ot bere with lighys 


| WeAPms, 
14. Marry to— Come Caprtain?, will you goe ? > f 
O:r4. Ha'wirh you. | | nn 
,Caſ. Here comes another troupe to ſecke for you. 
la, It is Brabantio, Gen«rall be aduiſde, 


Oth. Hola, Rand there, 
Red. Seignior, it is the Moore, 
Bra, Downe with him thiefe, 
Jag. You Roderigo, come (ir, I aw for you. | 
Orh. Keep: vp your bright ſwords, for the dew will ruſt em, 
Good Scignior you ſhall more comirand with yeares 
\ T hen wit!; your weapons. HOON | 5 
Bra, O thou foule thcefe, where haſt thou ſtowed my davghter 2 
DaT-bd as thou art, thou haſt inchanredher, - | ” 
For lle referre ie to alltnings of ſenſe, | | 
(If the in chiines of mapg'c'. were not bound). 
Whcther a maid: ſo rend-r, faire, and hippy, 
So oppoſite ro warrizge, that ſhe ſhund 
The we'rh;y carled d.rlings of our Nation, | 
| Wouidcuer have (:0 incurrea general mocke 
 Runne fron; her gardage ro the ſoory bofome 
Of ſuch a thing as thou? tofcare, nor to delight : 
Indg- rethe worl4, if t'ts no groſſe in ſchſe, | 
Fi12t chou haſt praRiſd on her with foule charmes, 
Abuſg her delicate youth with drugs or ninerals, . 
That weakens niotion z le haue't diiputed on 3 
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Tis portable and palpable ro thinl.ing ; 
© ther« fore apprehend anddoe attach thee, 
For an abuſer of the world, a pra&iſer 
Ot Arts int1biccd, and our of warrant ; 
Lay hold vpon him, if he doe reſiſt, 
Subdue hin: at his perill.. 
Och. Hold your hands, 
B:1th youof my inclining, andthe reſt : 
Were 1t my cue to tight, I ſhould hane known it, 
Wi1:hout a prowpter, where will you that 1 goc, 
Toanſvere this your charge? 
| Bre. Topriſon, till fir tme 
Of Law, and courſe of dire & Seſlion 
C al! hee to anſwer, 
Orb. Whar if I doe obey, 
How may the Duke be therewith ſatisfied, 
W hoſe Mcfſenge's are hecre about m, file, 
Vpon ſome prelent bulineſle of the State, 
To beare me tro hin, 
Officer. T1s truc moſt worthy Seignior, 
The Duke's in Councc U], and your noble ſclfe, 
I am ſure is ſeit for. | 
Bra. How? th: Duke in Councel!? 
In this time of the nizhe ? bring him away ; 
Mine's not an idle cauſe; the Duke himlclfe, 
Or any of my Brothers ef the Stare, 
Cannot but feele this wrong, as twere their owne. 
For if ſnch actions, may haue paſſage free, 
Boncſl.ues,and Pagans ſhai our State ſmenbe, Exemm. 


Enter Duke and Senators, ſet at a T able, with lights 
and Attendants. 
Duke. There is no competition in theſe newes, 
Thar gives them credit, 4 
1 Sena. Indeed they are duſproportioned, 
My.lctrers ſay, a hundred andſcuen Gallies, 
Du. an! mine an hundred nd forty, 


2 Sen, And mine two hundred: 
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- Putthough they iumpe not on a iuſt account, 


(As inthcle caſes, where they ayme reports, 
Tis oft with d:ff-rence, ) yet doe they all confirme 
AT urkifh flect, and bearing vp to Copres. 

Du. Nay, it is poſlible enough to iudgement - 
I doe not (o ſecure me to the crror, 
But the mayne Article I doe approuc 


In fearefull ſenſe ' Enter a Meſſenger: 


One within, What ho, what ho, what ho ? 
Officer. A meſſenger from the Galleys, 
Du. Now, the buſineſle ? 
_ Sailor, The T wrkiſh preparation makes for Robdes , 
So was I bidreport hcre to the State, by Signior Angelo, 
Du. How (ay youby this change? 
Sena. This cannot be by ne aſlay of reafon— 
Tis a Pageant, | 
To keepe vs infalſe gaze : when we conſider 
The importancy of Cyprus tothe T arky : 
And let our (clues againe, but vnderſtand, 
That as it more concernes the T wrke then Rhbvdes; 
So may he with more facile queſtion beare ir, 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike brace, 
Who a!ltog« ther lacks tiabilities 


That Rbodes is drelt in : if we make thovght of this, 


We mult not thinke the T urke is ſo ynskiltull, 
To lcauc that lateſt which oncernes him firſt ; 


Negle&ing an attempt of caſe and gaine, 


| To wake and wage a danger profiticfle. 


Du. Nay, in all confidence hee's not for Rhodes. 
Officer, Here is more newes. Entera 2 Meſſenger. 
Ateſ. The Ortomntes, reuerend and gratious, 
Steering with duc courſe, towardthe ifle of Rhodes, 
Hauc there inioyntedrhem withan afrer flecte, 
1 Sen. 1, ſoI thought, how many, as you gueſle. 
 e Heſ. Of0o. (aile, and now they doe refſterne 


Their backward courſe, bearing with franke appearance 


Tiecir purpoſes towarcs ( yprus: Seignior eAdentane, 
Your truſty and moſt valiant ſcruitor, 


With 
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With his free duty recommends you thus, 
And prayes you to belecue him. 

Ds. Tis certaine then for Cyprus, 
Marcus Luccicos 13 not he in towne ? 

1 Sena. Hee's now In Florence. 


Ds. Write from vsto him poſt, poſt haſt diſpatch. 


Enter Brabantio, Othello, Roderigo, Iago, Cailio, 


WW 
1 Sena, Here comes Brabents the valiant Moore. 


Ds. */aliant Othels, we maſt ſtraite imploy you, 
Againſt the generall enemy Ortoman 
I did not (ce you, welcome gentle Seignior, 
We lackt your counſell, and your helpe to night. 
Bra, SodidI yours, good your Grace pardon me 
Neither my place, nor ought I heard of buſineſſe 
Hath rais'd me frem my bed, not doth the generall care 
; Take hold of me, for my particular gricfe, 
Is of (o floodgate and orcbearing nature, 
That it engluts and (wallows other forrowes, 
Andit is ſtill it ſelfe. 
Du. Why, whats the matter ? 
Brea, My daughter, O my daughter, 
Alt, Dead? 
Bra. Itome: 
She is abug'd, ſtolne from me and corrupted, 
By ſpels and medicines, bought of Mountebanckes, 
For nature ſo prepoſterouſly to erre, 
(Bcing not deficient, blind or lame of ſenſe, ) 
Sans witchcraft could not. 
Du. Who ere he be, that inthis foule proceeding. 
Hath thus beguild your daughter ofther(clfe, 
And you of her, the bloody booke of Law, 
You ſhall your ſ(elfe, read in the bitter lerter, 
After its owne ſenſe, yeatho our proper ſonne 
Stood in your ation, WJ 
Bra, Humbly I thanke your m— 
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Here is the man, this Moore, whom now ic ſeemes 
Your (peciall mandate, for the State affaires 
Hacti hither brought, 
All. We arc ver) ſorry for't. | 
D#, What in your owne part c3n you fay to this ? 
Br. Nothing, but this is (0. 
Och, Moſt po cnc, graue and reuerendScigniors, 
| ___ Mſy very noble and approou'd good Malters : 
| Thac | hau- tane away this old mans daughter, 
\ - Ir 18 moſterue: true, | hauc married her, 
' © The very hcadand frort of m: «E-nding, 
| _ Haththisexcent, ne more. Ruce | am in my ſpeach, 
| Andlittle b!cſt with the {cr phraſe of peace, 
| For ſince theſe a: mes of mine hid ſeuen yearcs pith, 


© Till nowlome nine Moones waſted, they hauc vs'd 
Their deareſt :Rron in the ren: ed field ; : 
| And lictic of this great worl4can | (peake, 
5 M re then perraines to fratcs of b: oy les, and batraile, 
þ An\ithercfore little ſhall l grac my cauſe, 
Inſpeaking tor my (clfe ; yet by your grarious patience, 
I would a roun} vrrauill'd rale deliuer, ; 
Of ry whole courſe of toue, what drugs, what charmes, 
 Whar coniuration, and what mighty Magicke, 
(For ſuch proccedings am I charg'd withall : 
I won'e his Davgh. cr, | 
Bra: A maid<n neuer bo!, 
— Offpirir ſo ſtill and qi11-e, that her morion 
B'uſhe at her (clfe : and ſhe in ſpight of nature, 
373 þ Of ycarcs, of Countrey, credit, every thiag, 
| p To fall inloue with wir ſhe fear*.i to looke on? 
! 'Itis2 in 'ocment mind, and moſt imperfe@, 
That w1ll confeſle, perfeRio:: ſowould erre 
Againſt all rules of N-rure, and muſt bediiuen 
To findour praRiſcs of canning hell, 
ſ NW hy this ſhould be, | cherefore vouch aga1ne, 
That with ſome m xturcs p »werfull ore the blood, 
Or with ſore dram coniur'd ro this <ffeR, 


hr her. | 
He wrought vpon cr Da. 


| | 
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Du To vouch this is no proofe, 
Wiirhout more certaine and more ouert teſt, 
Theſe arc thin habits, andpoore likelihoods, 
Of moderne ſecmings, you preferre againit him. 
1 Sena, But Othello ſpeake, 
Did you by indireR and forcedcourſes, 
Sub /uc and poiſon this young maiies aff Rions ? 
Or ca'nc it by requeſt, and ſuch fairc queſtion, 
As ſoule t.> ſoule affordeth 
Oth, \ I doe beſeech you, 
Send for the Lady to the Sagittary, 
Andlert her ſp:ake of ne before her Fataer ; 
If you doe finde me foule in her report, * 
The trult, the Office, I doe hol.i of you, 
N ot onely take avay, but let your ſcntence. 
Eucn fall vpon my lif-. 
Du, Fetch Deſdewona hither. E xtumt t'\re or three; 
Orb. Ancicnt conduR them, you beſt know the place z 
Andrill ſhe come, as truc ly as to heauen 
I doe conteſſe the vices of my bloud, 
So iuſtly to your graue cares [le pr:ſent, 
How I did thrive 1n this faire Ladyes loue, 
And ſhein mine, : 
Das. Say it Ochells. 
Oth. Her father Joued me, oft inuited me, 
Still queitiened me the ſtory ot my lite, 
From yeare to ycare,the battailes,ſciges, fortunes- 
That J hau: piſt: 
I ran iethrough, cuen from my boyiſh dayes, 
Toth' very momen? that h_ bade mc tell it x 
Whercin I (pake « fmoſt diſaſtrous chances, 
Of moouing accents, by fluod ad field ;- 
Of hairc-brcadrth ſcapes ith imminentdeadly breach; 
Of bcing taken by the ioſolent foe, 
And ſold to ſl ucry ; of my redemprion thence, 
Ad po:ta”c. in ms trauells hiſtoric ; 
V herein f A\-tars vat, and Dcliaits 1 'le, ; 
Ruuglh quarics, rvckes and luls, whole heads touch heauen, 


Te 


2 1ocr - 1cir bare hands* 
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It was my hlnt to ſpealce, ſuch was my proceſle x 


| Andof the Camibals, that cach other carte ; 


The eAnthropophagie, and men whole heads 

Doe grow beneath their ſhoulders : theſe to heare, 
Would Deſdemona ſerioully inclire 
But ſtill the houſe affaires would draw her thence, 


| Which euecr as ſhe could with haſt diſpatch, 


Shce'd cone againe, and with a greedy care 
Dcuoure up my diſcourſe ; which I obſcruing, 
Tooke once a plyant hourc, and foand good meanes 
Todraw from her a prayer of carneft hcarr, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 


| Whereof by parcells ſhe had ſomething heard, 


Burt not intentiuely, I did conſert, 


And ofcendid beguilc her of her tcares, 


| When I did ſpeake of ſome diſtresful! ſtroake 


Thar my youth ſaffered : my ftory being done 

She ganc me for my paincs a world of fighes; 

She (wore 1Ifaith twas (trange, twas paſsing ſtrange ; 
Twas pittifull, ewas wondcrous pitrifull 3 

She w1ſhe ſhe had not heard ir, yer ſhe wiſhe 

That he2uen bad made her ſuch a man : ſhe thanked me, 
And bad me if 1 had africndthart loued her, 

I ſhoul.j but teach him how to tell my ſtory, 

And that wo.1d woe her. Vpon this heate I ſpake: 


She lou'd me for the dangers Ihad paſt. 
 AndlIloa'dher that ſhe did pitty them. 


This onely is the w1:chcia(ftI haye vs'd: 
Here comes the Lady, 6.07 


Let her witent{le it, 


Enter Deſdemona, Tago, «nd the reſb. 
Du. I thinke this tale would w:n my daughtertog— 


” GooT Prabaxtio,take vp this mangled matrer at the beſt, 


M-n oe their broken weapons rather vie, - 


.* 
| 


_ Pra, I rray you heare her ſpeake, 


| If ſhe cont::Te that ſhe was halte the wooer, 


 NTNpm—_—_—_—_ 
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Deſtruction light on me, if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle miſtreſle ; 
Doc you percciue in all this noble company, 
Where moſt you owe obedience: ? 

Deſ. My noble father, 

I doe perceiuc here a deuided duty : 
Toyou I am bound for life and education z 
My life an\ education both doe learne me 
How to reſpe& you, you arethe Lordof duty, 
I am hitherto your daughter, But heerc's my husband : 
And ſo much duty as my mother ſhewed 
To yon, preferring you before her father, 
So much I challenge;that I may profeſſe, 
Duecto the Moore my Lord. * 
Bra, Godbu'y, I hadone z 
Pleaſe it your Grace, on to the State affaires , 
I had rather roadopt a childthen get it ; 
Come hither Moore : 
I kere doe giue thee that, withall my heart, 
Which bur thou haſt already, with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee : for your ſake (leyell,) 
I am gladat ſoule, I haue no other childe, 
For thy eſcape would teach metyranny, 
To hang clogs on cm, I haue done oy Lord, 

Ds. . Let me ſpeake like your ſcltc,and lay a ſentence 
Which asa gree(c or ſtep may helpe theſe louers 
Into your fauour. | 
 Whenremcdies are paſt, the griefcs are ended, 

By ſccing the worſt, which late on hopes depended, 
To mourne a miſcheife that is paſt and gone, | 
Is the next way to draw more miſchicfe on : 
What cannot be preſeru'd when fortune tak-s, 
Pati:nce hcr iniury a mockery makes. 
The rob'dchar (milc s, ſteales ſomething from the thiefe, 
He robs himſclfe that ſpends a bootelefle gricfe, 
Bra, So lct the T »rke, of Cyprus vs beguile, 
We loſe it not {o long as we can (mile ; | 
He beares the ſentence well that nothing beares, 
; ; & E 


F uw | TheTraredydf Othello 


But the free comfort, which from thence he heares ; 
| But he beares botli the ſentence and the ſorrow, 
* Thatropay g2-1cf -, muſt of poore patience borrow, h 
Thiſe ſentences tc lugar, or to gall, 
__ B-ing ſtrong on both li tes, are equinocall » 
_ Fut words are words,! ncucr yet did heare, 
E - Toatthe bruis'd hvac was pier cv chrough the earc, 
|  Beſzech you now, to tae affaires of the ſtate. | 
7 Du. The T urke with moſt mighty preparation makes for Cypray : 
'$ Othelo,the fortitude of the place, is be!t knowne to you,and tho we 
_ haut therea Subſtitute of moſt allowed ſufficiency,yet opinion, a ſo- 
ueraigne milſtr:{ſe of cK-&s,throwes a more ſafer voyce on you; you 
- muſt therefore be content to{lubber the gloſle of your new fortunes, 
__ withthis more ſtubborne and boiſterous expedition. 
E | - Oth. The tyrant cuftome, oſt graue Senators, 
 _Hathmadethe flinty and ſteclc Cooch of warre, 
My thrice-driuen bed of downe; I. doc agnize 
A naturall and promprtalacrity, : 
I find1n hardneſle,and doe vndertake 
This preſent warre, again!: the Qttomites - ny 
Moſt humbly therefore, bending to your State, 
1 crave fic diſpoſicion for my wife, 
Due reference of place and cxhibic1on, 
With ſach accomodation and bcſort, X 
As lenels with her orecging. 20 
Da. Ifyoupleaſe. bee'tet her fathers. . 
Pra, Iicnothaneit lo, 
Oth. Nor I. | 
Def. Nor 1, I wou!d not there reſide, | 
7orut m; father in impaticnt thoughts, : 
By being in his eyc : malt graciovs Dake, 
To my vafoiding lenda gracious care, 
'Andlert me find a charter in your VOY Ce; 
-  _Teafsift my {ivplenetic. — 
| | Dru. What would you Deſdemona ? 


*. — 


De, That 14id loue the Moore toliue with him, 
| My downe right uiolence,and Rorme of Fortunes, 
- May trumpet tothe yeorld; my hearts ſubdued, 


Eucn 


26h <p 3 ot 
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Euen to the very qualitie ofmy Lord : 
] ſaw Othehoes vilage in his minde, 
And to his Honors, and his valiant parts 
D14 I my ſoule and fortunes conſeccate. 
So that deare Lords, if } be left behinde, 
A Moth of peace, and he goete the warre, 
The rices for which | louehim,are bereft me, 
And 1 a heauy interim ſhall tupporr, 
By his deare abſence; ler me goc with him. 
Och. Your voy ces Lords z bcſeech you let her wil) 
* Haue a free way : | 
V ouch with me heauen, I therefore beg it not 
| To pleaſc the palat of my appetite, 
Not rocomply with heate,the young afﬀfe&s 
Intny defun&, and proper ſatisfaQion, 
Bur co be free and bounteous to her mind, 
And heauen defend your good ſonles, that you thinke 
I will yoar ſerious and good buſineſle ſcant, 
For ſhe is with me;z-—no, when light wingdtoyes, 
And feather'd Cupid foyles with wanton dulnefle, 
My ſpeculatiae and aQtiue inſtruments, 
That my diſports,corrupt andraint my buſincfle, 
Let huſwiuves make a skellet of my Helms, 
And all indigne and baſe aduerfitics, 
Make head againſt my reputation, 
Da. Be it,as you ſhall priuately derermine, 
Ey ther for her ſtay or going, the aff 1ire cryes haſt, 
And ſpeed muſt an'were, you mult hence to night. 
Def. Tonight my Lord? 
Ds. This night. Orh, Withallmy heart. 
Ds. At nine 'th morning here wel meet againe. 
Othello, leauc ſome officer bchind, 
And he ſhall our Commiſſion bring to you, 
Wiirhſuch things elſe of quality andreſpe&, 
As Joth import you. 
Oth. Pleaſe your Grace, my Ancient, 
A uan he 1s of honeſty and truſt, | 
To his conueyance I aſsigne my wite, 
C2 With 
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With whar clſe needefull your good Grace ſhall thinke, 
To be {cvt after me, 

Da..Lertnt beſo: 
Gocd night to cuery one, and noble Scignior, 


It vertu. no delighted beauty lacke, 


Your Son in !aw is farre more fairc then blacke. 

1 Sena, Adicu brauc Moore, vſc D-ſdemone well. 
Bra, Looke to her Moorc,it thou haſt cycs to ſee, 
She has dece1ud'd her father, and may thee. Exenn, 

Och. My lif- vpon her faith. Honeſt Zogo, 
My Deſdemora myſt 1 lezwe rothee, 
I preethee let thy wife attendon her, 
And bring her after inthe bcſt aduantage ; 
Come Deſaemona, | haue but an houre 
O\ lou, of worldly matters anddireRion, 
To\ipcnd with thee, we mult obey the time. OY 
Red, laps. E xit Moore and Dc{demona. 
Jag. What ſaiſt thou nobl- heart? Hy 
Rod, What wiil i doe think(t thou ? 
7ag. Why go: tobedand ſleepe, 
Red, I will incontinently drowne my (elfe. 
lag. Wcll,if thou docft, I ſhallneucr loue thee after ity 


Why thou filly G2notleman. 
Rod. It is (illincfſc to live, when to live isa torment, and then we 


| hruea preſcription,to dye when death is our Ph) ſ1:1an%, 


| Tag, O villancus, I ha look'd vpon the world for foure times ſee 
Aen \ cares, and ſince I conld diſtinguiſh berweene a benefit, and an 
injury, I neucr found a man that knew how to love bim(cltc ; ere I 
would (ay I would drowne my ſclte, for the loue of a Ginny Hen, I 
wou'd change my humanity with a Baboone. 

Rod. What ſhould I doe? Lconfeſlc it is my ſhame to be (o fond, 
but ir is not in my vertuc toamen it. E 

lag. Veitue, a fig, tis in our ſelues, that wee are thus, or thus, 
eur bodics are gardens,to the which our wills are Garditers, ſo that 
if we will plant Nettles,or ſow Letrice, ſct Iſop, and wecd vp Time; 


- ſupply it with one gender of hzarbes, or diltraR it with many; ci- 
' ther to have ic {t-ri ill with idlenefſe, or manur'd with induſtry, why 


tie power,and corrigible authority of this, lics in our wills, _ he 
| 4 8 "ij 
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ballance of our liues had not one ſcale of reaſon, to poiſe another of 
ſcnſcality ; the blood and baſcneſſe of our natures, would condu& 
vs to moſt prepoltcrous concluſions. But wee haue reafon to coo!e 
our raging motions, our carnall ſtings, our vnbictcd luſis ; whercof 
I take this, that you call lou: to be aſ{cR, or ſyens 

Rod. It cannot be. 

Jag Its mcercly a luſt of the blood,znd a perwiſfion of the will : 
Come, be a man; drewne thy ſelfc ? drowne Cats and blinde Pup- 
pics; I profeſſe meth, friend, a1d I.confefſe me knit to thy deſcr- 

uving, with cables of perdurable rong'nefle 3 I could. nener better 
ſeed: thee thennow. Put money 1n thy purſe; follow thefe warres, 
defeate thy f:gour with an viurpd beard; I ſay pur money inthy 
purſe, It cannot be, that Deſdemona ſhould long continge her foue 
vnto the Moore, — put m--ney in thy porſe,—nor he his to her; it 
was a violent commencement, and thau ſhalt ſee an anfwerablc fe- 
queſtration z put but money inthy purſe, —Theſe Moores are chan- 
geable in their wills» —fill thy purſe with money. The food thatro 
him now is as luſhious as Locuſts,ſhall be to him ſhortly as bitter as 
Coloquintida: She mult change for ycath ; when ſhee is fared with. 
his body, ſh-ce will finde tic error of her choyce; ſhee maſt haue 
change, ſhe muſt. Therefore put money in thy purſe ; If thou wilt 
needs darnme thy (clfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning ; 
make all the money thou cantt. If ſan&imony, anda fraile vow, be- 
twixtancriing Barbarim, & a ſuper-ſabtle YVenetiax,be not too hard 
for my wits, and alli the tribe of hell, thou ſha'r enioy her ; therefore 
make mon-y,—a pox a drowning, tis cicane vut of the way ; ſeeke 
thou rather to be hang'd in compaſsing thy ioy, then to be drowned, 
and goe without her, : 

Rod. Wilt theu he faſt tomy hepes, if I d:pend on the iſſue ? 

Jag. Thou art ſure of me—goe, make money — I have told thee 
often, and I tcllthee againe, andagaine, I hare thc Moore, my cauſe 
is hearted, thine has no lefle reaſon, ler vs be coniurRiusc in our re= 
venge againit him; It chou canſt cvc'cold him, thou doelt thy ſelfe a + 
plcaſure, mea ſport. There are many cuznts inthe wombe of Time, 


which will be dcligered. Trauerſe, goe, prouide thy moncy,we will 
haue more of this to morrow, adicu. 


Rod, Where ſh*1l we meet i'th morning ? 
laz. At my lodging. 


wo Z 00 OM Rea, 
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Rod. lic be with thee betimes, 

lag Goto f »weil.—-doc you heare Roderige? 
Roi, \\ hat fay you? | 

Tag. No mate of drowning, doe you heare ? 
Rea, Iau chang'd,Ue goe (cli all ny land. 

: Exit Roderips, 
Tag. Thus doeT euer make my foole my _— : 
For | mine one gain'd knowledge ſhould prophane 

It T would time expend with ſuch a ſnipe, 


Bur for wy {portgad profit: | hate the Moore, 


And it is thougtf abroad, that twixt my ſheeres 
Ha's done my office; I k1ow nor,if*t be tryz— 


_ YetI, for mere ſuſpicion in that kind, 
_ Willdoeas if for ſurety : he holds me well, 


The better ſha]l my purpoſe worke on him. 
Ceſs10*'s a proper man, lt me (ce now, 
To get this place,andrto plurne vp my will, 


 Adouble knauery —how,how,—let me ſce, 


Aftcr (ome time,to abuſc Orbellor's earc, 
That he is coo familizr with his wife ; 
He has a-pcrſon an1 a (mooth diſpotc, 


To be ſup: &ed,fram'd to make women falſe : 
"The Moorc is of a free and open nature, 


That thinkes men honcſt,that but ſeemes to be ſos 
And will as tenderly b: led bith' :oſe—as Ailes are : 
] hv, it is ingender'd : Hell andnight 


Mult bring this mon!trous birth tothe worlds light, Exvr. 


Ati 2, Scena 1. 


Enter Montanio, Gouernor of Cyprus, Wb 
ts other Gentlemen. 


Ai ontams. 
"Tat from the Cape can y 2u diſcerne at Sea? 


WV 


] cannot tw1xt the heaugn and the mayne. 
D.icry 2ialic. 


1 Gert, Nothing ar all, it 18 a big! wroaght flood, 
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CM Me thinkes the wind does (peake aloud at land, 
A f''l-r blaſt nere ſhooke our battlements ; 
If it ha 1ufftind ſo vpon the ſea, 
W hut ribbes of Oake, when mountaine melt on them, 
Can hold the moities, —What ſhall we heare of this? 

2 Gent, Alcgregation of the T urk:ſh ficete : 
For doc but ſtand ypcm the foaning ſhore, 
The chiding bittowes ſeem:s to pelt the cloudes, + 
The wind ſhal*d ſurge ,with high and monſtrous n2yne, . 
Scemecs to caſt water on the buraing Bear. , 
An'iquenchthe guards of th'cuer fired pole, 
T neuer didlike molcſtation view, 
On the cnchafed flood, 
ee Mon, Ifrthatthe Twrkifh Fleete 

Be not inſhelter'd, and embayed,they are drown'd, 
It is impoſsible tobeare ir our, 
Enter athird Gentleman. 

3 Gent. Newes Lads, your warres are done 2 
The deſperate Tempeſt hath ſobang'd the T «rke, 
T hat their deſigment halts : 
A Noble ſhippe of Venice, | 
Hath ſcene a grieuous wracke and ſuff:ranc 
On moſt part of their Fleete, 

Aon. How,1s this true ? 

3 Gen The ſhippe isherepurtin : 
A Veroneſla, Michael Caſio, 
Leiutenant tothe warlike Moore Othehto, 
Is come a ſhore : the Moore himſelfc ar Sea, 
Andis in full Commiſsion here for Cyprus. 

Aon. Iam gladon't, tis a worthy Goucrnour, 

3 Gen. Butthis ſame (aſ5#o,tho he ſpeake of comfatt, 
Touching the T &zk;ſþ lofſe,yet he lookes ſadly, 
And prayes the Moore be ſafe, for they were parted, 
With foule and vielent Tempeſt, 

Aon, Pray heauen he be : 
Forl haue ſeru'g him,and the man commands 
Like a full Soidier : 
Lets to the (ca (ide, ho, 


- 
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"Ag welltoſee the veſlell thats come in, 
As to throw out our eyes for braue Othello, 


Even ill we make the Maine and th*Ayre all blue, 
An inJiftinaregard, 

3 Gent. Come, let's doe (o, 
Foreuery minute is expeancy 


_ Of morearriuance. Enter Caſſio, 


Ca/. Thankes tothe valiant of this Iſle, 
That ſo approue the Moore, and let the heanens 
Glue him defence againſt their Elements, 


| For I have loſt him on a dangerous ſca, 


e Mon. Is ne well ſhipt? 

Caf. His Barks is ſtoucly timberd,andhisPilote 
Of very expert and approu'dallowance, 
Therefore my hope's (not ſurferted co death) 

Stand in bold cure Emter a e Meſſenger. 

Ateſ. A dſaile,aſailc, a ſaile. 

Ca/. What noyl(e? | 

AMeſ. The Towne is empty, onthe brow oth (ca, 
Stands ranckes ot people, and they cry a ſayle. 

Caſ. My hopes doe ſhape him for the goacrnement. 

2 Gen, They doe diſcharge the ſhot of courtefie, 
Our friend at leaſt, A ſhot. 

(af. I pray you fir goe forth 
And giuc vs truth, who tis that is arriud. 

2 Gert. | ſhall. Exit, 

| M40n, But good Leiucevant, is your Gen:rall win'd? 

Ca/. Mott fortunately, hehath atchicu'd a maide, 
That parragons deſcription, and wid fanie ; 

One tha: c xcells the quirkes ©f blaſoning pens z 

And in the «fi: ntialiv-tture of creation, 

Does bcare an <xc:l1zncy :—now, whohas pur in? 
| Enter 2 Gentleman, + 

2 Gent, Tis one [9o0, Ancicnt tothe General! ; 
He has had moſt fauoirable and happy ſpeede, 
Tempeſts thewſclucs, high ſeas, and houling winds, 
The gutrercd rockes, and congregated ſands, 


T:aitors enſicep*'d, ro clog the guiltletic Keele, 
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As having ſenſe of beauty, Coortirt 
Th-ir common natures,kctting goe ſafely by 
The diuin- Deſdemera, 
Aion, Whar 1s ſhe? 
Caf. Sh: that 1 ſpake of, our great Caprtaines Captain, 
L: fc in the conduGt of the bei Juge, 
W hoſe footing heere anticipat-'s our thoughts 
A ſcnnights ſpecde—great Jowe Othello guard, 
Ani (well his ſat'e with thine owne powerfall breath, % 
That he n >; bleſſc this Bay with his call ſhippe, 
And ſwiftly come to Deſdemond's armes. 


Enter Dc(demona, Iago, Emilla, «vd Rodcrigo. 
Giue renewd fire, | 
To our «< xtincted (pirits : 
An-i bring all Cyprus comfort, —O behold 
Thc riches « f rhe ſhip is come on ſhore. 
Ye mcn of Cyprus, It her haue your knees : 
H 2i!c to thee Lady : and the grace of heauen, 
B forc,bchinde thee, ind on cucry hand, 
Enwheclc thee round. | 
Def. | tharke you valiant (ſv: : 
Whar tidi' gs can you tcll me of my Lord? 
(s\ He 1> not yet arriued,nor know | ought, | 
But that hee*s well, and will be ſhorrly:heere. 
Deſ. O bur I feare z—how loit you company? 
[within ) A ſaile, aſaile, 
Caſ. The great contention of the ſca and skics 
Partcd our fellow ſhip ; bur harke. aſaile. ' 
2 Gent. They giue thcir greeting to the Ciradell, 
This likewiſe is a friend. s 
Caf. See for the newes : 
Good Ancient, you are welcome, welcome Miſtrefle, 
Let ic nor gall your paticnce. gocd I po, 
Thar I excend my manne:s, r1s my breeding, 
That giues me this bold ſhew of corrtefie. 
Leg. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much ofher lips, 
' As of her tongue ſhe has beſton ed on me, | 
Len You'd 
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You'd have enough, 


Def. Alas! ſhe 128 no ſpeach, 
T0. Tnfa'th ro) mu : 
T fin ic ti], For when | ha leane ” w_ pc, 
Mary b:forc your Lidiſhipl g 


FE: 


She puts hr t:gue alicele In 1c + 


And cd s with thin! Inv. 
Em You halicclc cuuſe to ſay "0 
Tag, Com* on,cone on,youare Pitures out of dores : 


_ Bells in your Parlors ; Wi! 'cats in your Kitchins : 


Saints in your iniarics : Diuelis being off -nded :. 
P:avers in your houſewif-ry; 23d nouſcrviucs In your beds 
Def. O fie vpon the: flinderer, 
Tag. Nay,tit1s truc,or elle I am 3 T wrke, 
You riſe to play, and go: tobcito.gorke, 
Em. You ſhill not write my praiſe. 
Jag. No,iet me not. | 
Deſ, What wouldR thou write of me, 
It thou -4n dit praiſc m: ? 
| {ag. O gemile Lady, doe not pur meto't, 
For i am nothing, 1t not critic fil 
Def. Come on,allay—tierc's on? gon tothe Harbor? 
lag. [ Madam. 
Deſ 1annormerry, but 1 Co: b- euile 
The thing 1 am, by (ceming ot!.ecrwil: ; 
Cove, how would.t ihn praile me? 
jag, Iamabour it, but in Iced my tnoention 


| Comes from my pate,as birdlime Jos from freeze, 


It p!vucks out brajne ard all : bur my Muſc labors, 
Ard thus ſhe 15 ce':ugrcd 2 
If Fzebe fat re ard &1(:, {irene ſſe and Wat ; "I 
T he one's for 2/-, rhe 9 vſcth xt. 
Def. Welilprais'd : how 1 ſhe beblack and witty * 
Jas, If ſneve vlacke, and thereto hane a wit, 
Zvee } finde a white, that ſhall ber blackneſſe fit. 
Def. V orice and wor'e: 
Em. How if tatic and tool ſh? 
1;g. She neuer yet was foolifh, that was faire, 


> 
MF 
» 


the «Moore of Venice. 


For exen her folly helpt her to an Heire, 
Def. Thcle are old parodoxcs,to make fooles laugh i*%h Alchouſe: 
Whar miſcrable praiſe haſt thou for her, 
That's foule and fooliſh? 
lag. T hvre's none ſo foule, and froliſh rhereunto, 
But dves fonle prarkes, which faire and wiſe ones doe. 

Deſ. O heauy ignorance, that praiſes rhe worſt beſt : bin whar 
praiſe couldſt thor: b:{tow on a d.ſcruing woman 1niccd ? one, thar 
1nthe authority of her merits, cid 1uttly pur on the youch of very 
malice itſclfe ? TY 

lag. She that Was emer faire, and nener proud, 

Had tongue at Will, and y:t was newer lewd, 

N ener lack! gold, ara yer went neuer gay, 

Fled from her wiſh, and yet ſaid, new [ may : 

She that being angred, her revenge being nigh, 

Bad ber wrong ſtay, and ber diſpleaſure fly: ; 

She that in wijedom?, nener Was ſo fratle, 

T o change the Codſhead for the Salmons tatle : 

She that could thing, and ne're diſcloſe her minde, 

See Suters following, and not looke behind : 

Sh: wu a Wight, ( if ener ſuch wight were,) 

Deſ. Toco: wnat ? 

Jag T o ſuckle fooles, and chronicle ſmall Beere. 

Deſ. O molitlame and 11nporcnt concluſion : 

Doc not learne of tir; Emliza,thohe be thy husband: 
How ſay you Caſs:o, 18 ie nota mult prophanz and liberal 
Coun'ellour ? | 

Caf. Hz: ipeakes home Madam you may relliſh him 
More inthe Souidtcrthen 1n the Scholler. 

lig He tzkrs her by che palme ; I well ſed, whiſper ; with as 
lirtie a webbe as this, will I enſnare as great a Flic as Caſsto, I ſmile 
vp-onher, coe: I will caich you in your own courtſhip ; 1 ou ſay true, 
tis ſo indeed. Iff. chrrickes as rheſe ftrip vou out of your Leture= 
nantry, 1thid be.n Þ trer you hadnot rift your three fingers fo coir, 
w-ichnov againe, youare moſt apt to ply the fir in; very gno |, 
w. ll kiſt, and « xc-l!ent conrtefic tis {oindeed : yer againe. your fine 
gers ar your lips? would they were Clilterpipes for ror lake — 
The Moore, I knuwits 1: pt. Trumge: within. | 

D2 Emer 
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Enter Ochello, and Attendants. 

Caſ. Tis truely (o 

Deſ. Lets meer hi:n,and receiuc him. 

Caſ. Loe, where he comes, 

Oth. Omy faire Warriour, 

Deſ. My dcarc Othello, 

Och. Ir giucs me wonder,great as my content, 
To lec you here before me : O my foules joy, 

If af er cucry temp:it,cone ſuch calmeneſſe, 
May the windsblow,tillchey haue wakencd death; 
And let the lab9uring Barke clime hilles of ſeas, 
Olympus high, nd duck againe as low, 

As h<ll's from heaucn; If it were now to dye, 
T*'wcre nv t9 be moſt happy,for I feare 

M. ſou'c h'th her content {o abſolute, 

T hat not another comfort, like to this 

Succeeds in vonknown Fate. 

Def. The heaucns forbid, 
Bur that our loucs and comforts ſhould increaſe, 
Euen as our dayes doc grow, 

Orch. Amen rtorhit, [weet Powers: 

I cannot ſpeake enough of this conrent, 


| Irſtops me here, it is too much of ioy : | 
 Andchis,and ehis,the greateſt diſc-rd be, k-/e, 


That cre our hearts ſhall make. 

laz. OQ, you are well tun'd now, 
Bur lleſer downe the pcgs,tnat ni2xc3 this muſique, 
As honeſt as I am, 


Och. Come, let vs tothe Caltle: 


Newes fricnd+,our wars are done,the T wrks are droznd: 


How dos my old xcquainta' ce of this le ? 
Honny, you ſhal! be w< ll defir din Cypras ; 


I hauc foundgreat loue amongſt them: O my {weet: 


] p:attle our of faſhion,and I dote, 


| In wins @wne con:forts : J prethee good Tape, 


Goe to the Bay,and 4iiſimbarke my Coffers ; 


| Bring thou the Maſter to the Citadcll ; 


He is a good ons,and bis worthin«le, 


TheT raved) of Othello 


Docs 


Bs 


the Moore of Venice: 


Does chall.nge mach reſpeF ; come Deſdemens, 
Orcc more well met at Cy pr. Exenm, 

Jig. Doe thou mcer me pr. ſ{cntly ar the Hatbour z come hicher, 
If thou beet valiant, (.:8 they ſay baſe men being in lous, haue then 
a Nubllity in their natures, more then 1s natiue to them \)—uſt me, 
the Leiuccnant to night watches on the Court of Guard : firſt I will 
tel] chee this, Deſdemona 18 direRly in loue with him. 

Rod, With him ? why tis not poſſible. 

Tag. Lay thy finger thus, 21d let thy ſoule be inſtruRed : marke 
me, with what violence ſhe firſt lou'd the Moore, but for bragging, 
and celling her f:ntaſticalilics ; and will ſhe loue him (till tor pra- 
ting? let nor the diſcreet heart thinke it, Her cyc mult be fed, and 
what delight ſhall ſhe hauctolooke on the Diuvell? When the blood 
is made dull with the act of ſport, there ſhould be a game to inflame 
it, and glue ſacicty a freſh appetite, Louclincs in fauour,ſympathy 
in yearcs, manners, and beauerrs; all which the Moore is d:fc Rue 
in : now for want of theſe requir'd conuentences, her delicate ren- 
derneſſe will find it (elte abus'd, begiane ro hzaue the gorge, diſreliſh 
and abhorre the Moore, very Fature will initrud her ror, and com. 
pell her to ſome lecond choyce : * ox fir, this granted, as it is moſt 
pregnant and vnforccd polition, who ſtands ſo eninently inthe de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cſ7iodocs? a knaue very volublec, no farder 
conſ{cionable, then in putting on the meere forme of ciuill and hue 
mane ſecming, for the butter compalsing of his ſalt and moſt hidden 
looſe af:Rions: Aſubtlc {ltppery knaue, a finder our of occafions ; 
that hasan cye, can ftanp< and coumterfeit aduantages, tho true _ 
aduant:g- neuecr preſent 1t (cite. Belides, the kuaue 18 handſome, 
yong, andiath all thoſe requiſites in him that folly and green mindes 
looke after ; a peſtilcne compicac knaue, and the wo'van has found 
him already. 


Red, I cannot belecue that i in her, ſhee $ full of moſt bleſt con-. 
_—— : 
lag. Bleſt fes end: the wine ſhe drinkes is made of grapes : if 
ſhe had been blcſt, ſhe would never haue lou'd the Moore. Didit 


thou not ſee her paddle with the palme of his hand ? did'tt not marke 
that ? 


wy 


Roa. Yes, but that was but courtelie. 


fag. Lecicry, by this hand : an Index and chfome prologue to 
D 3. the. 
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the maſtcran | the maine exerciſe, re incorporate 


At icaf?, intoa icaloulicio [toi g, 
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the hiſtory, of luſt and faule thoughts; they mer ſo neere with their 


' Tips, that th-ic b: eathes ex br2c'd togerher, villanuus thoughts, when 


theie mutualitics ſo marſhall tae way ; hand at prone. wo Rederige, 

c:>NClufion, But 
fir, be you rul'd by me, I hau» brougit you from Venice ; watch you 
to night, for comTrand lle lay't vpon you, Cafiio knowes you 
ncr, tz rot b< tarre from you, due you finde ſore occationtoanger 
Cs/nw. cit'1cr by ſpeaking too loud, or rainting his Giſcipline, or 


-fiom what other courſe you plcaſc ; which the time ſhall more fauo- ' 
Tably min:ſtcr. 


Rod. Wcll. \ 

ag. Sir h:is raſh,and very ſuddaine in c5o'er, and haply with his 
Trunchen may {trixc at you ; prouoke him that he way, for cucnour 
of tar, will i cauſe theſe of Cyp-s to murtiny, whoſe qualification 
ſh2ll come :nto no tructalic avant, but by the diſplanting of Caſcio: 
So ſhall z ou hage a ſhorter iournty to your deſires, by the. meanes [ 


{Þ21l chcn hau- to pr:t-r them, & the impediment, molt profitably re- 
 mow'd, witrourt which there were no expe&ation of our proſperity, 


Red, I willdo: ties, if | c:n bring ie to any opportunity. 


hg 


 Jeg. 1 war:anithce, meet me by and by ar the Cirrad:1!; I maſt 


fetch tis n:ceflarics a ſhore. —Fatcw:- ll. 

Rod, AGuz. E xt. 

Jag. That Cafiso loues her, 1 dowe!l beleeve ir 3 
Thar ſh< Jouzs hi n. tis apt 2nd of great creditg 
The Moorc howbe*c, that } induce i117: no”, 


1s of 2 conſtint nobic,lou:ng nature ; 
An4 ] dare thinke,hec% prouc to Deſarmons, 


A moſt deere hiugband; now [ doe lone her too, 
Nor out « f 2b!olure luft.(tho peraduenture, 
I ſta::d acco 'ptent tor a5 gieat a lin, ) - 


Bir pats a tro diet my revenge, 


For char | do. ſup: & the luſttull Monrre, 
Hathlca, *11 to my (t,t he thought whereof 


' Dath''ike © P forous nm 1crall ganas M nvards; 


An:6notning can nor ſhall cone-ncmy tovle, 
Til: lan cu ni verch hon witc for wifes 
Or failirg fo, yet thit ! pat.the Moore, 


That 
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That iudgement can n-t cure ; which thing todoe, 
If this poore traſh of Yerrce, whom 1 trace, 

For his quicke hunting, ſtand the putting on, 

Tle have our eg A/ichadl C i{s19 ON Tie hip, 

Abufc him co th- Moore, in the ranke garb, 
(For I feare Caſs:0, with my night cxpra) R 
Make the Moore thanke we,loue me,andreward me, 

For making him egregiouſly an Ale, 

And praQiifing ypon his pzac: andquiet, 

Euent » madneſſe: —tis heere,but yer confus?] ; 
Knaueries plaine face is neue ſ.en:, ciil vs'd. 


E x: 
Enter Othello's Herauld, readirg 4 Proclamation. 


It is OrheBo'; pleaſure, our noble and valiant General!, that vpon © 
certaine tidings now arrived, iTporting the mecre perdition otthe 
T «rk:ſþ Fleete z, that euery man put himſclf: into triumph; ſore to 
dance, ſome make bonehirs; each man to what (port and Reuels his- 
ad iiRion leades him; for beſides theſe bene hic1all newes, it is the ce« 
Jebration of his Nuprialls : So much was his plcaſure ſhoald be pro- - 
claimed, All Offices are open,and there is full l:berty ,from this pre -- 
ſent houre of f1e,rill the hell hach told el uen. Heaucn bleil: the 192 
of Cyprus,and our noble Generall O rhelto. 


Erter Othello, Caſf'o, «nd Deſdemong. 


Oth. Goo!) Aſichaellooke you tothe gurrd tonight, . 
| Lets teach our ſelues that. hMnourable itoppe, 
Not to-out{port diſcretion, 
Ca/. Tago hath direQion what to doe : 
But notwithſtanding, with my perſonall eye. 
Willl looke rot. 
Oth. Iago ismoſfthenſt 2 
A1icbael goodnight, ro morrow with yorr carlicſt, 
Let me haue ſpecch with you, come my deare loue, . 
The purchaſe made, the fruits are to enſuc, 
That profics yet toconetwixt me and you, | 
Good night, ___ Exu Otte load Deſcenona.! 
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F. mter [aT70. 
Caf. W<ico're Jags, we mu't ro the watch. 
lag. Not tits hour Letucnant, tt+ nat yetten aclock: our Ge. 


- * ncrall caſt ys thus ©orly for the louc of his Deſdemona, who | t vs not 


Cherctore blane, he hati not yer. made wanton the r.'ght with her 
and ſhe 14 [port toc / our, | 

Caſ. She 15 a molt exquiſite Lidy. 

Jag. AndIle war:ant n.r tull of game, 

Caſ. Indced th: 1s a moſt freſh any dclicate creature. 

| fag: What aneye ſhe has? 

Methinkes it (oun s a parly of prouocation. 

Caſ. Aninuiting eye, and ) er me thinkes right modeſt, 

Tag. Ani wien ſhe ſpeakes, tis an alarme toloue, 

Caf. She is indecd pertecion. 

lag, Wecll, happincſſc ro their ſheetes—— come Leiutenant, I 
haue a ſtope of Wine, an | heere without are a brace of Cyprus Gal- 
lants, that would faine haue a meaſure to the healthy of rence blacke 
 Otheldo. | 
Caf. Not tonight, good /ago; I have very. poore and vihappy 
| braines for drinking : 1 could well wiſh cvurt<f1c would 1nuent ſome 
ether cuſtone of entertainement. | 

Tag. O th:y are our friends, —bur one cup : le d:inke for you, 

Caſ. I hadrunke bur one cup tonig't,ard that was craf'1ly qua- 
lified to, and berold what innouation it makes here : ] ain ynfor- 
_ . tunate intie infirmity, and dare not tas\.c my Weakeneſle with any 
more. 7 

Tag, What man, tis a night of Reuells,the Gallants defire it, 
Caf. Wheicarcthcy? 
Jag. Hereat the dore, I pray you caliin.m in, 
Caf. He dot, bur it diſlikes me. E xt. 

Jag. It I can t.:ſten bur one cup vypon him, 
"With chat which he bath crunke 10 night aircady, 
Hee: be as full of quarrell and offenve, _ 
As my young miſtris dog: — Noy nw ficke foole Roderige, 
(Wirrmlouc has turiyd almoft tize wron? ſ1deoutward ) 
To D- ſaemona, hath to night caroult 
Potations pottle deepe,and hee*s ro worehs 
Three Lads of {yprus, nobtc fwelling [pirits, 


(That 


' {Thathold their honour, in a wary diſtance, 

The very Elements of this warlike Iſle,) 

Haue I ro night fluſtred with flowing cups, 

And the watchtoo: now mongſt this flock of drunkards, - 

T am £0 pur our («ſ5:0 in ſome aRion, 

That may offend the iſle 1 Enter Montanio, Caſlio, 

Bur here they come x2 . and others, 

If confequence doe but approoue wy dreame, 

My boat. (ailes freely, both with wind and ſtreame. 

{aſ. Fore God they haue giuen me a roniſe already. 
. Mon, Geodfaith a rele onc,nor paſt a pint, 
. As I ama Soldier, 
' lag. Some wine hoe z 
Andlet me the Cannikinclinke, clinke, 
And let me the Canmmkn clenke, clinke : 
- Souldier's a man, alife's but a ſpan, 
t hen let 4 Souldiey drinke. — Some wine boyes. 

Ph ore heauen an excellent ſong. | 
$ | dag, Ilearndit in England, where indced they are moſt potent in 
potting : your Dane, your Germane, and your ſwag-bellicd Hollaw- 
aer, (drinke ho,) are nothing to your Engliſh. 

Caſ. Is your Engliſh man ſo c—_ in his drinking ? 

lag. Why he drinkes you with facilliry, your Dane dead drunke : 
he ſweates not to ouerthrow your Alwmane; he glues your Hollanaer 
a vornit,cre the next pottle can be fi!d, | 

Caſ. To the health of our Generall. 

Aon, I amfor it Leiutcnant,and I will doe you iuſtice, 

{ag. O lwect England, — 

King Stepnen Was and a Worthy Peere, 

H1s breeches coſt him but a crovne, 

Fle held ems ſixpence all to deere, 

With that he ME the T aylor lowne, 

He Was a Wight of high renowne, 

end thou art but of low degree, 

T ts pride that puls the Countrey doWwne, SLY 
T hen take thine auld cloke about thee —Some wine ho. 

Caf. Why,this is a more exquiſite ſong then the other. 

ag. Will you hear't agen? 
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Cf. No, for I hold him vnworthy of his place, that does thoſe 
_—_ well, Heauen's abou all, avd there bee ſoules that muſt bee 
ancd, 

Jag. Itistrue goo] Leiutenant. 

Ce/. For mine owne part,no offence to the Generall,nor any man 


of quallity, | hope to b- ſaued. 


Tag. Aid (o doe | Letntenant. 

Caf. 1 but by your leauc, no: b«fere me ; the Leiutenant is to be 
laued before the Ancient, Let's hano more of this, !er's ro our af- 
faires: forgiue ys our (ins: Gentlemen, let's looke to our bufineſſe : 
doc not thinke Gentiemen I am drunke,this is wy Ancicnt,this is my 
right aand *n\] this is my Ietthand: | am not drunke now, 1 can fland 
wcll cronghn,ani {peike well enough, = 

Al Exnxcciient well. | 

Caſ. Why very well hem you mult not thinke then, that I am 


drunke, E xt. 


'e Hon, Tothe plotforme maſters. Come, let's (et the watch. 
lap. Youlec thi, tcllow that 18 gone betore, 
He is a Sou!ldicr fic ro titan i by Ceſur, 
And giuc direction ; and doe Hur ſec lis vice ; 


\ Tisco his vertuc, a i=# equinox, 


The one as long as th'other : 215 pitty of him, 

1 feare the truſt Ozbebo pur hiv in, 

On {ome ode tive of his intirmity, 

VW 11 ſh:k-: this 1fl and. I 
ten, Bur is he often thus, 
Jag. Tis cuermore the Prologne to his {Icepe ; 

Hec ic wa'ch the horolodge a double (er; 

If ditike rocke not his craves 

Mon, T'were well the Generall were put in minde of it, 


P<rhaps he (ces it not,or is good nature 


pPr2iſes the vertue that appearcs in («ſs10, 

And iookes nor on hiseuills : is not this true? | 
[ao. How now Redersgo, Emter Rodcrigo, 

T pray you after the Letutenant,go0c. Exi# Rod, 
Mon. Andtis great pitty that thenoble Moore 

Should hazard ſuch a place,as his owne ſccond, 


With one of an ingraft infirmity : 


the Moore of Venice. 


It were an honeſt aRion to ſay ſo rgghe Moore, 
Tag. Not1, for this faire Iſland ; 


I doc loue Caſ5:0 well,and wonld doe much,” Helpe, helpe, Within, 
To cure him of this cuill : but harke, what noyſe. 
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Enter Caſs1o, driuing in Rodcrigo. 
Caf. You rogue, youraſcall. _ 
Aſon, What's the matrer Lelutenant ? 


Caf, A knaue, teach me wy duty ; but Ite beate the knaue into a 
wicker bottle. = 


Kod, Beate me? 

Caſ. Doſt thou prate rogue ? 

Aon, Good Leiutenant ; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caſ: Let me goe ſir,or Ile knock you orc the mazzurd. 

Aon. Come,come,you are drunke. 

Caſ. Drunke ? | they fight, 

Tag, Away Ilay,goc out, and cry a muteny. E xit Rod. 
Nay good Leiutcnant : God's- will Gentlemen, | 
Hcelpche, Letutenant : Sir, Montero, (ir, | 
He!pe walters,heer's a goodly watch indeed : Abch rings, 
Who's that that rings the bell ? Diablo—ho, | 
The Tewne will riſc, fie, fic, Leiutenant, hold, 
You willbe ſham'd tor euer. 


Enter Othello, and Gentlemen with Weapons, 


Oth. What's the matter heere ? 
Mon, I blecd {til}, am hurt to the death. he faints. 
Oth. Hold,for your lives. 
lag. Hold,holdLeiutenant,fir Afontamo,Gentlemen, 
Haue you forgot all piace of {cnce,and duty : 
Hol i,the Generallſpcak-sto you ; hold, hold, for ſhame. 
Orb, Why how now ho, from whence ariſcs this ? 
Are we tur'nd T #rkes, and to our (clues doc that, 
Wiich Hcauen has fo. bi:ithe Ortamires : 
For © oriſtian ſhame, pu: by this barbarous brawle 
He that ſtirres next, to catue for his owne rage, 
Holcs bis (oule light, he dies ypan his motion ; 
E 3 JE 
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Silence that dreadfull bell,it frights the Ile ; 
From her propriety : what's the macrer maſters? 
Honcft Iago, that lookes dead with grieving, 
Speake,who began this,on thy loue [ charge thee, 
[ lag, I do: not know, tricnds all but now,cucn now, 
{0 In quarter,and in termes,like bride and groome, 
Deueſtir.g them to bed,and then but now, 
(As it fone Pian-t had yawitted men,) 
Swords our and tilting one at others breaſt, 
In oppoſition bloody. I cannot ſpeake 
Any beginning to this pecuiſh odds; 
And would in a&Qion glorious, I hadloſt 
Thoſe legges,that brought me to a part of it. | I 
. Och. How came it Michael, you were thas forgot? 
 __ Caf. I pray you pardon me,I cannor ſpeake, 
b-- Oth., Wortlyy 44 entame,you were wont be ciuill, 
| - The gravity and ſtilnefle of your youth, 
The world h:th noted, and ygur name is great, ut, | 
Tn mouthes of wiſeſt c:nlure » whars the marter [4 | ] 
Thae-y ou vnlace your repuration'thus, © | f 
| And fpend your rich opinion, for the name 
. Of a night brawler ? gine me anſwere to't ? 
| - Mon, Worthy Othello, lam hurt to danger, 
| Your Officer fago can ivforme you, 
While I ſparc ſpcech, which ſomerhing now offcnds'mo.. 
| - Ofall that I doc know, nor know | ought 
By me, that's ſaide or done amiſſc thisnight 3 - 
 Vnicfle (clfee charity be ſometime a vice, - 
 Andtodefcnd our (clues it be a finne, - 
When violence aflayles vs, = 
| | Orch. Now by heauen {4 oo: a 
| My bloodbegitis.my ſafer gnides torule, -. 
' |  Andpafſionhauing my beſt iudgement coold;: 
{| _ Afayesto lcadethe way r If once I ſtirre, - | 
Or doe but lift this arme, the beſt of you 
Shall ſfinke in my rebuke ; givemero know: '- | 
How this foule rout began, who ſct it on, . ROD: - 1: 
And he that is a pproou'dinthisoffcnce, | -— J 
14S — Sa 6” © 
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Tho he had twinn'd with me,both at a birth, 
Shall looſe me z whar, in a Towne of warre, 
Yet wilde,the peoples hearts brim full of feare, 
To mannage priuate anJdomeſtike quarrells, 
In night, and on the Court and guardof ſafety? 
Tis monftrous.. /ago, who began? . 

Aon. If partiality afia'd, or leagne in office 
Thou doeſt deliuer more or lefſe then truth, 
Thou art no ſoldier. 

lag. Touch me not ſo neere, 

I had rather ha' this rongue cur of my mouth, 
Then it ſhould doe offence to Afechael Caſiio: 
YetI perſwade my ſclfe to ſpzake the truth, 
Shall nothing wrong him, Thus it is Generall : 
AMontamo and my (clfe being in ſpecch, 
» There cones a fellow,crying out for helpe, 
And Caſ5:o following hin with determm'd (word, 
To execute ypon him : Sir this Gentleman 
Steps into Caſs:e, and intreates his pauſe ; 
My ſelfe the crying fellow did purſue, 
Leſt by his clamour,as it ſo fell out, . 
The Towne might fall in fright : he ſwift of foote, 
Out ran my purpoſe : and I returnd the rather, 
For that I heard the clinke and fall of ſwords: 
An1 Caf::o hightn oath, whici till ro night, 
Tne're might {ay before: when | came backe, 
For this was briete,] found them c'oſe rogether, 
At blow and thruſt,cuen asagen they were, 


| When you your ſelfe did part them. 


More of rhis matter can I not report, 
Bur men are men, the beſt ſometimes forget: 
Tho Caſ5:0 did ſome lictle wrong to him, 
As men in rage ſtrike thoſe that wiſhthem beſt; 
Yer ſurely ('aſ5to, I belecue receiu'd 
From him that fled, ſome ſtrange indignity, 
W hich patrence could not paſſe. 
Oth. I know Iago, = 


Thy honeſty and loue doth mince this matter, 


| EZ 


Ma- 
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Making it light to Caſio: 676 I loue thee, 
But ncner more be Officer of mine. 
Looke if my gent'eloue be notrais'd vp ; 
Fnter De(demona, with others. 
I-!e make thce an example, 
Deſ. What's the marter ? 
Oth. All's well now (weeting : 
Come away to bed: fir, for your hutts, 
My ſelfe will be your ſurgeon; leade him off ; 
Tego,looke with care about che Towne, 
And filence thoſe, whom this vile braule diſiraced, 
Come Deſdemons, tis the Soldiers life, 
To hauc-their balmy flumbers wak'd wich ſtrife, 
Trig. What, are you huit Letutenant ? 
Exit e Aſoore, Dcldemona, and attendants. 
Caf. I, paſt ail ſurgery. 
tee: Mary Heauen forbid. 
Caſ. Reputation reputation,oh I ha loſt my reputation ; : 


ex 


T ha loft the it mortall part fir of my ſelte, 


And what ren: aines 15 beſtiall, my reputation, 
Tago, m; r. putation, 

Tag. As i amanhoneſt man, I thought you had recciu'd ſome bo- 
dily woun4, t:erc ismo e offence i in that, then in Reputation : re- 6: 
putztion i« an 1dic and :rolt talſc 1 poſition, oft got withour merit, 
an.| luit without deſ-ruing: You haue {oſt no repuration at all, yn- 
lefle you revute your (elfc fuch a iofer ; what man, there are wayes 
ro recouertac G.nerail agen; you are but now caſt in his moode, a 
puniſh».nr :norcin policie, then in malice, cucnſo, as one wou'd 
beatc his offenceleflc dogg?, to affright an I@pcrious Lyon: lue to 
him ag:ine, 2nd hos yours. 

Ce/. I w.ll rather ſue to be deſpis'd, then to deceiue ſogood a 
Conmandcr, with fo lichr {o "16, ging and indi'c:cet an Officer , 
Drunke? and (yeake parrat ? and (quabble, ſwagger, ſweare? and 
&ſcourſe fuilizn with ones o wne ſhaddow © thou »nuiſible [piritof 
winc,iſtiouh:{t no name to be known by,let vs call thce Diucll, 

lag. What was he thit yuu followed with your (word; 
W har had he done to you? 


Caf. Iknownot, 


Jag, 
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Jag. Iſt poſsible ? 
Caſ. I remember a maflſe of things, but nothing diſtinRly ; a. 
quarre!|, but nothing wherefore. O that men ſhould put an enemy 
in their mouthes, to ſteale away their braines ;z that wee ſhould 
with ioy, rcuell, pleaſure, and applauſe, transforme onr ſelues wito 
beaſtes. | 
lag. Why, but you are now well enough : how canie you thus re- 
coucred? 

Caf. It hath plcasdrh* deuill drunkennefle, to giue place to the 
deuill wrath ; one vnperfeaneſſe, ſhewes me anotuer, tomake me 
frankcly deſpiſe my (clfe. 

lag. Corne, you are to" ſevere a morroler ; as the time, the place, 
the condition of this Countrey tands,I cuuld heartily wiſh, this bad 
not ſo bef1lne ; bur ſince iris as it 1+,mend i:, for your owne good. 

Caf. I will aske hin for my place againe, hee ſhall rellmeI ama 
drunkard : had 1 as many mouth. s 25 Hydra, (uch an zn{were would 
ſtop em all ; ro be now a {unhible man by an | by a toole, and preſent= 
ly a beaſt: cuery inordicate cuppe is vabl. ſtand the ingredicnce 18 
a diue 1], | = 

lag. Cone, come, good wine is 2 good familiar creature, if it be 
wc.1l v$'d; exclaime no more again(t 1t; and geo Leiutenant, 1 think 
you thinke I loue you. | 

{ af. I hauc well approcu'dit fir, —I diunke? 

lag You. or avywan liuing may be drunke at ſome time man : 
Hetil you what you ſhall dos, our Generals wife 15 now the 
Gcnerall ; 1 rray {34 ſo inthis reſpect, tor that he has devotedand gi- 
uen vp himſelfc to the contemplation, marke and deuotement of her 
parts and graces. Confeſle your lelfe freely to her, importune her, 
thee'll heIpe toput you in your place againe : ſhe is ſo free, ſo kinde, 
ſo apr, ſo blefied a difpofirion, that ſhe holds it a vice in her goodnes, 
no: todoe more then ſhe is requelted, This broken ioynt berweene 
you and hcr husband, tntreat her to ſplinter, and my fortunes againſt 
any lay, wdFt!: naming, this cracke of your loue ſhall grow ſtronger 
then t'was bi fore, e 

Ca/. Y ou aduil: me well. 

Jag I p:orcitinthe ſincerity of loue and honeſt kindn:le, 

Caf. Itiwke tt freely, and betimes in the morning, will I be. 

ſecch che vertuous Deſdemona, to yndertake for me ; I am deſperate 
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of my fortunes, if they checke me here, 1 
Jag. Youare inthe right 2 pg) 
_ Good night Leintenant,l muſt tothe watch, 
Caſ/, Good night honeſt a}. p38; Exwu, 
8 {ag. And what's he then,that ſayes I play the yillaine, 
't W hen this aduice is free I giue,and honeſt, 
| Proball to thinking,and indced the courſe, 
Te win the Moore agen ? For tis moſt caſic 
| Theanclining Deſdemons to ſubdue, 
| In any honeſt ſuite ſhe's fram'd as fruitfull, 
As the free Elements : and then for her 
To winthe Moore,wer tto renounce hisbaptiſme, ; 
All ſeales and ſymbols of redeemed fin, | 
His ſoule is ſo infetter'd to her loue, 
That ſhe may make, vamake,Cco: what ſhe liſt, 
Euen as her appetite (hall play che god 
With his weake funRion:how am I then a villaine, 
Tocounſcll Cafsis to this parraliellcowre, 
Dire&cly to his good ? diuinity of hell, L 
When diuecils wiil their blackeſt 11s put on, : 
They de ſuggeſt at firſt with heauenly ſhewes, 
As I doe now ; for whil{t this honeſt foole 
Plycs Deſdemora to repaire his fortunes, 
' © Andhhe for him, pleades ſtrongly to the Moote ; 
Ile poure this peſtilence into his care, 
"That ſhe r<peales him for her bodies luſt ; LP 
- And by how rruch ſhe ſtriues to doc him good, | 
She ſhall vnd+e her credit with th2 Moore; 3. 
So will I tvine her vertue into pitch, 
And out of her own: goodneſſe, make the net 
- That ſhall enmeſhthem all: Enter Roderigo. 


How now Koder: go ? | 
Rod, Ido Eotiowe here in the chaſe,not like a hound that hunts,but 


one that filles vp the cr) : my money is almoſt ſpent, I ha binto night 
exceccingly well cudgelld; I thinke the iſſue will be, I ſhall hauec {'] 
* mech experience tor my parnes, and ſo no mony at all, and witha - 
| little more wit retarn=to Perce. GA | 
: Jag, How pooreare they, that hauc not Patience ? > 


© 
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What wound did cuer heale, but by degrees > 

Thou knoweſt we worke by wit, and not by witchcraft, 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Das't not goe well? Caſ7:io has beaten thee, 

And thou, by that {all hart, haſt caſhen'd Caſ1o, 

Tho other things grow faire againſt the ſun, 

Yet fruites that bloſome firſt,will firſt be ripe; 

Content thy ſeltc a while ; by'th maſſe tis morning z 
Pleaſure,and ation,make the houresſeeme ſhorr : 
Retire thee, goe where thouarrt billited, + 

Away I ſay,thou ſhalt know morc hereafter: 

Nay get thee gon : Some things are to be done, 

My wife muſt mouc for Caſ5iotoher miſtris, 

Ile ſerher on. <1 8 

My ſelfeayhile,to draw the Moore apart, 

And brinFWm jumpe,when he may Caſr1o finde, 
Soliciting his wife : I,that's the way, 
Dull not deuiſe by coldnefle and dclay. Exennt. 
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Afius 23, Scena 'T\ 


Enter Caſſio,ith eMuſitians, 


Caf. Aſters,play here, I will content your paincs, 
MM comerifng thats bricfe,and bid good marrow Generall. 
T bey play, end enter the Clowne. 


Clo. Why maſters, hayour Inſtruments bin at N ples, that they | 
ſpeake i*th noſe thus ? 


Boy. How fir,how ? | 

( lo. Are theſe i pray,cald wind Inſtramenrs ? 

Boy. I marry are they fir, 

Clo, O, thereby hangs atayle. 

Boy. Whercby hangs atayle fir? 

Clo. . Marry fir, by nany a winde Inftrument that I know, But 
maſters, heer's money for you, and the Generall {o likes your mu- 
ſique, that hce delires you for lones ſake, to make no more noyſe 
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| Boy, Well fir, we will not. 
Clo, It you haue any muſique that may not bee heard, to't a. 


£4aine, bur as they ſay, to heare muſique, tac Generall does not 


greatly care. 
Boy. We ha none ſuch (ir. 


Clo. Then pur your pipes in your big, for Ile away ; goc, vaniſh 
anto aire.away. 


Caſ Dolt thou heare my honeſt fricn1? 

Clo. No,1 k:are not your honeſt friend,I heare you, 

Caf. Prethee keep? vp thy quillets, ther's a poore pcece of gold 
fr thee : if the Gentlewoman that attends the Generals wife be 
ſtirring, tell her ther's one Caſo, entreates her a little fauour of 


ſpe:ca—wilt thou doe this ? 


Cle. She is ſtirring (ir, if ſhe will Rirre hither, I ſhall ſceme to no- 
tilie vnito her. = þ Enter 1a.20., 
; Caſ. Doe goodmy friend: In happy time f «go. Exit Clo. 
lag. Y o2 ha natbin a bcdthen. 
Caſ Why no,the day had broke before weparted : 


| Tha mad: bold lago:o ſend into your wife, —my ſuite. '@ ter, 
Is, thar ſhe will to vertuous Deſdemons, 


Procure me ſome acceſle. 
Tag. lic ſend her to you preſently, 
And 11- deuile a meanc t > draw the Moore 
Our of the way, that your conueiſc and buſin (i-, 


i May be tore free. Exia, 


Caf. 1 humbiy thanke you for*c : I neuer knew 
A Florentine more kind andhonelt. 
Enter Emilla. 
Em. Good irorrow gocd Leiutenant,] am ſorry... 
For yourdiſpl:aſure,butall will ſoone bc well, . 


The Gcner3;l and his wife are talkirg ot it, 


And ſhe ſpeakcs for you ſtourly : the Moore replics, 
That he you hurt is of great fame in (prov, 

An4J great affmity,andrhat 11 wholeſume wiſedome, 
He right not but refuſe z but he proteſts he loues you, 
An:i nceds no other ſuitor but his likings, 

To take the (:feſt occalion by the front, 


ket in 2gainc. 
 Tobring you in 2gal - Caſe 
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F Caf. Yet I beſeechyou, 
If you thinke fir, or that ie mey be done, 
Giue mc aduantage of ſome briefe diſcourſe 
With Deſdemone alone, "0 
Em, Pray you come in, 
I will beſtow you where you ſhall haue time, 
To ſpeake your boſome freely. 
Caſ. I ammuciboundto you, Excunt, 


Enter Othello, Iago, «nd ether Gentlemen. 
Oth. Thelc letrers giue /agoto the Pilate, 


And I my duties to the State ; 


That done, will be walking tothe workes, 
Repaire there tome, 
lag. Well my good Lord,lle do't. 
Och. This fortification Gentlemen, ſhall we ſee't? 
Gene, We waitc ypon your Lordſhip. E xewunt. 


Enter Deſdemona,Caſſio «1d Emillia. 

Def. Be thou aſlur'd good Caſo, I will doe 
All my abilitics in thy behalfe. | 

Em. Good Madamdoe, I know it grieues my husband, 
As if the caſe were his. 

Deſ.. O that's an honeſt fellow: —doe not doubt Cſs, 
Bur I will haue my Lordand you againc, 

As frienJly as you were. 

Caſ, Bountcous Madame, 

What ecucr ſhall become of £Xichael Caſo1o, 
Hee's neuer any thing bur your true ſcruant. 

Def. O (ir, I thanke you, you doe love my Lord : 
You haue knowne him long,and be you well aſlur'd, 
He ſhall in ſtrangeſt, ſtandno farther of, 

Then ina pdlitique diſtance, 

Caſ. I but Lady, | 
That pollicy may either laſtſo long, 

Or fced vpon ſuch nice and watcriſh diet, 

Or breed it ſc!fe, {o out of circumſtance, 

That I being abſcnt,and my yr ſupplied, 
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His bed ſhall (ceme a ſchoole, his board a (hrife, 


: Thar he would ſtealc away IEC +: Jr 2oed ; {24 


_ Sceing youcomminy. 26 villas it 12,4 
| , { 
Och. I doc belecue twas he. clark 1 ny f 
Def, How now my Lord, ng" s 1 ET OETIIALS ald-:;, 


Hispreſent reconciliation take : 


I _—_ call him backe,. 


My Generall will forget my loue and ſervice. 
Deſ. Do: not doubt that, before -— ogy 
I giuc thee warrant of thy place? allure thee, | 
It I doz yow a friendſhip, lle performe it, ,----, 
To tne laſt Article ; my Lord ſhall neuer reſt, -. 
lle watchhim tame,andralke him out of patience; 


Ile intermingle cucry thivg he does, 
With Caſs:o's ſuite ; therefore be merry Caſs 
For thy ſoliciter ſhall rather die, 


| Thengiuethy cauſe away. 


Enter Othello, lago,oud G «> eieh 
Em. Madam, here comes my Lord. CONE 


Ca/. Madam, ile take my leane, . ! / 
Deſ. Nay ſtay,and heare me ſpeaks. 346 
| Caf. Nadam not now,l np Male, j.£n 
Vnſit for mine owne purpoſe. | 
Deſ. Wcll,doe-your diſcretion. + _ "pb Cali 
Tag. Ha,l like naethats, i + \ 
 Otch, What doſt thou ſay ? 
lag. Nothing my Lard;orif;—1 bee $i" uy 
Och. Was not that Caſrsoparted from niy wife?- 
lag. Cuſyio my.Lord+—nolure;4cannotthinke it, 


I haue been talking wirth-a ſvjter here, 

A m.n that languiſh- $ inyour diſpleaſure. ' 
Oth. Who r'lt youmeance - . 0 
Def. Why your Leiutenant Caſd:e,good: wy. Sands =: 51.0 ; 

If 1 hauc any grace or pawer to moue you, 


For if he be not one that trucly loues you, 
That erres in ignorance.and notin —_ 
I haue no irdgement in anhoneſt tace, 


Oh; 


£4 
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Oth. Wenthe hence now ?: nom 
Def. Yes faith, ſo humbled, , 7 

Thar he has lcft pare of his cla apichwe, 

To ſuffer with him; good Lane tall him backe, 
Or, Not now-{wect Doi/demon,ſorme other time. 
Deſ. But ſhal't be-ſhortly-? 

Oth, The ſooner fweet for yeu. 
Def. Shal't be to night at ſupper ? 
Octh. No, not to night, 


Deſ. To morrow dinner then ? bs LY 
Ocb. I ſhall nor dine at home, ' | 
I mect the Captaines arthe Cicradell. . | 
Deſ. Why then to morrow night, or racſday morne,. 
on caclpmoras-or night,or wedneſs _—_— is det) 


thee name the time, but let it not - 
Sd re three dayes 2 Ifaith hee's penitent. 
And yet his treſpadſe, in our common reaſon, 
(Sane thar fay;the warres muſt make examples, 
Our of her belt) 13noralmoſtafanit, '.. i 0) 
To incurre 4 5 qom_ checke : when ſhall he come? + E 
Tell me Ocbeffs + I wonder ia my ſoule, hat” as 
W hat you could aske me,that 1 ſhould deny _ 2onof{ er 
Or ſtandſo man'ting on? Whit Mchael Caſaio fn wt 
Thar came a wooing wich you, andi(o i —- +50 I vM nt 
W hen I have ſpoke of you diſpraiſinglp; heat} ay) 
Hath tane your part, to haue ſo much to Joe: 147 a 
Tobring him in- ? Truſt me, tcoolddeonmch,—. ect 405 
 Oth, Prethee no — gre ID, le ing 
I will deny thee nothing. -.. aibdort 
Deſ. Why this is nog bwone;)” 726 i 0) ode Bonnet 
Tis as I ſhould jncredoywlpeectbyonrglonaes 1-20 ad 
Or fecdon nouriſhing diſhes youwarme, . 11:43 enter bert 
Or ſuc to you, to dos'3 » OW © 1 -; whiter ad 


To your owne perlon In... On pt t Ko 
Wherein [ meaneto torch your Joue indeed,” ; 


It ſhall be full of poiſe and diflicultweig 
And fearefull tobe granted, had 


Pas L wil deny thee noingy: . We 
F 3: 
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Whereon I doe beſeech thee grant me this, ys 
To leaue me bur alittle to my (eifes | : 
= Def. Shall i deny you? no, farewell my Lord, 
Oth. Farewell my Deſdemona, le core tothee ſtraight. 
Deſ. Emilia, come, be it as your fancies teachyou, 
__ Whatereyoube I am obedienr. Exeunt Dc(. and Ern. 
| Oth. Excellent wretch, perdition catch my ſoule, 
| Bur 1 doe lone thee,and « hen [ loue thee nor, 
Chaos is come againe. 
Teg. My neblc Lord, 
Oth. What doeſt thou ſay Tago? 
Tag. Did Michael ( aſ5io when you wooed my Lady, 
Know of your lone ? , Y 
O:h, He did from firſt to laſt :—Why doeſt thou azke® 
7ag. But for aſatisfaction of my thought, ) 
No turther harme. 
Oth. Why ofthy thought /ago ? 
Tay. I did not thinke he had been aquainted with her, 
Oth, O yes, and wen: between vs yery oft, | 4 
Tga., Indeed? ; 
 Orth. Indced? I indeed, deſcern'it thou ought in that ? 
Ts he not honeſt ? | 
Jag. Honeſt my Lord? O:h. Honeſt? IT honeſt. 
7ag. My Lord, for ought I know. | 
Oth. What dozſt thou thinke ? 
Jag. Thinke my Lord? | 
Otb. Thinke my Lord? why doſt thou ecchoe me, 
As if there were ſome monſter 1n thy thought, | 4. 
Too hid:ous to be ſhowne : Thou doſt meane ſomethirg : | 
 Iheard thee ſay but row, thou lik'ſtnor that, 
When Caſr:o left my wife : what didfit not like ? 
And when [ told thee,he was of my counſell, 
In my whole courſe of wooing.thou cridſt indeed? 
And didſt contraR, and purſcthy brow together, 
As if thou then hadſt ſhut vp in thy braine, 
Some horrible conceit : If thou doeſt loue me, 
Shcw me thy thought. 
72g. My Lord you know I loue you. 


0h. 
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Oth. I thinke thou daeſt, 
An for I know,thou art full of loue and honeſt y, 
And w-igheſt thy words,b-fore thou giu'lt *tm breath, 
Ther: fore thcle ops of thine tright me the more 
For ſuch things in a falfc diſlo} a:l knaue, 
Arc t ickes of cuſtome gz but in a man that's iuſt, 
Thcy are cloſe dil:tions, working from the hearr, - 
That paſſion cannot rule. 
Jag. For eM ichael Caſsio, | 
I dare be (worne,1 thinke that he is honeſt. 
Oth, I thinke (@ to. 
lag. Mcn ſhould be what thy (ceme, 
Or tioſc tizat be not, would they might ſeeme none. 
 Oth. Ceitaine,mcn ſhould be what they ſecme. 
lag. Why then [ thinke Caſ750*s an honeſt man. 
Otch. Nay,yct ther $ more inthis, 
I ptcrhee ſpeake to me,as to thy thinkings . 
Asthou doeſt ruminate,and giue thy worit of thoughts, ; 
The worſt of words. _ 
Jag, Good my LoriparJdon me; 
Though I am bound to cuery a& of duty, 
] am not bound to that all liucg are free to, 
V eter my thoughts z Why ſay they are vile and falſc: 
As where's that patlece,whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not? Who has a breaſt ſo pare, 
Bur ſo:n1e vncleanly appreti.nfions, 
Keepec !e-tes and law-dayes and in (c($ion fic 
With meditations lawfull ? 1+ 4 
Oth, Thou dolt conipire againſt thy friend ago, 
If thou but thinkelt h:m wrongd,and makeſt his carc- 
A ſtranger tothy thoughts. - ; | 
Lag. Idoc beſeechyon, 
T!10vgh I percharce am vicious in my ghefle, 
(As I confeſlc it 15 my natures plague, 
To ſpy into abu'cs,and oft my tealoufte 
Shapes faultsthat arc nor : ) that your wiſedome yer 
From one that ſo imperfcRly conceits, s 
Would take no notice, nor build your ſelfe a 20uble, 


Que: 
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Out of wy ſcattering,and vnſure obſeruanceg_ . 
\ Ir were not for your quiet;nor your:good, |. 
Nor for my manhood, honeſty,or wiſedome, 
To let you know wy thoughts, 2? 
Oth, m_ doſt thou ou IF ap 
Tag. Good name in man ce my Lord) 
Is he [4 own lewcll of our oy 5 A wn 22h 
Who ſteales my purſe, ſtcales traſh,tis ſomethi nothing, : 
Twas ind bas bin ſlave to chonſrnce b 
Bur he that filc'1es from me my good name, | 
Robs me of rhat,which aor inriches him, T 
| And makes me poorc indeed. | 
Oth, Ile know thy thoughts, - X 
Iag You canne:,ifmy hcart were in yourhand, 
Nor ſhall not,whilſt cis in my-caſtody. 
Oth, Ha? | 
fag. O beware (my Lord) of icalouſie z 
It is a green cyd monſter, which doth macke 
Th: meat it fceds on, That Cuckold lines in blis, 
W ho certaine of his fate, loues not his wronger : 
But oh, what damncd minutes tclis he ore, Y 
Who dotes, yct doubts, ſuſpe&s,yer ſtiongly louecs., 
Och. O miſery, . © 


az. Poore and content,isrich,and rich enough, 
- Butriches finclcfl--,is as povre as winter, 
To him that cuer fcares he ſhill be poore : 
Good heaucn, the ſoules of gllmy tribe defend 
From icaloulic, . 
Oth Why, why is this? _. At 
| Thinkſt thou i'de make a life of icalouſic > , 
To follow till the changes of the Moone 
With fr< ſh ſuſpitions ? No, to be once in doubr, 
Is onc: tobe reſolu'd ; exchangeme for aGoate, 
When ! ſha!! turne the buſineſlc of my ſoule 
To ſuch exuffl:catc, and blowne furmiſes,, * - 
_ Matching thy inference z tisnof to make me. icalous, {on ad 
To ſay my wifc is faire,feedes w+ll.lou pany, 
Is free of ſpeech, lings, plays; and Ganges well; = 
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Where vertue is,theſc are more vertuous: 
' Nor from mine owne weake merits will I draw 
The ſmalleſt feare,or doubt of her revolt, 
For ſhe had cies, and choſen me x no Jgo, - 
Tle ſee before Idonbr,when I doubt, proue, 
And oa the proofe,there is no more butthis ; 
Away at once with loue or icalouſie, 
lag. I am glad of it, for now I ſhall hane reaſon, 
To ſhew the loue and duty that I'beare you, 
With franker ſpirit : therefore asT am 
Regeiuc it from me : Iſpeake not yer of proofe, 
T LoGke to your wife,obſeruc her well with Caſio; 
-"Weare your cie thus,not icalous,nor ſecure, - s 
I would not hane your tree and noble hature, | 
Our of ſelfc-bounty be abus'd, looke tov't 2: 
I know our Counttcy diſpoſition well, 
In Yenice they doc let Heauen lee the prankes 
L They dare not ſhew their husbands: their beſt conſcience 
Is not toleaue't vndone, but keepe*eynknowne, | . - 
Oth, Doeſt thouſayſo? | 
lag. She did deceine her father marrying you: 
And when ſhe ſeen.'d to ſhake and feare your lookes, 


She lou'd them moſt, 
Oth, And ſo ſhe d1d. 
{ag. Why gotoo then,. 
| She that ſo young, could giue our ſuch a ſeeming, 
A To ſcale her fathers zyes vp, cloſe as Oake, 


He thought twas witchcraft : but Tam much too blame z 
I humbly doe beſeech you of your pardon, 
For too much louing you, 

Oth. I am bound to thee for cuer. 

7ag. Iſecthis hatha little daſh your ſpirits. 

Oth, Not a iot, not a 10r. . 

lag. Trult me, I feare it has, 
I hope you will conſider,what is _ 
Cones from my loue :bar I doe {ee you are moou'd, 
I amto pray you,notto ſtrzine my ſpeach, 
To grofſer ifſues,nor to larger reach; © 
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| Thento ſuſpicion, 


 Otb. L wy not, 
_ Jaz. Should yon doe ſomy Lord, 
My ſpzech ſhould fall into ſuch vile ſucceſle, 
AS my thoughts aime nct at ; Ceſi#s my worily friends 
My Lord, [ ſee you arc moou'd, 
Oth, No, not much moou'd, | 
I doe not thinke but Deſdcmexa'r honeſt. 
Jag Long liuc ſh: ſo,andlong liue you to thinke (o. 
Orh, Ani yct how nature erring from it (clfe. * 
{«g. 1,therc's the point : astobe bold with you,. 
Not to affet many propoſed matches, 
Of hr owneclime, lexion,anJ degree, 
Whercto we ſce inall things nature tends. 


Fie we may ſmell in ſuch a will moſ ranke, df 


Foale diſproportion,thoughts vnnaturall, 


Bur pardon me : I doe not in polition, 


DiltinAly ſp:ake of her,tho I may feare- 
Her will recoyling to her berter in *gement, 
May fall tro matchy ou with her countrey tormes, 
And happily repent. 

Oth, Farewcell,it more 
Thoudvecft perceiue,let me khow more, ſet on 


_ Thy wifc toob(erue : leaue we ago. 


Teg. 4y Lord1 take wy leaue, audi es 
Oh. Why Gid I marry? Fhis honeſt creature douvrlc 


| Sees, and knowes mote, mucizmare then he ynfolds. 


"PT, My Lord;l would [ mizhr intreat your hynour, | 


 Tofcin this rhing no further,leauc it totime, 


Andthovgh tis ht that Caſio hauc his place, 


| ( For fore he fills it vp with great ability,) 


Yet if you pleaſe to hold him cffa while, 
You ſh3ll by that, perceiuc him and his meanes ; 
Note if your Lady ſtraine her entertatnement, 


 Withany ſtrong or vehement importunity, 


Much will be ſcene inthat, inthe meane time, 
Let me be thought too buſic iu my feares, 
(As worthy cauſe I haue,to feare Iam: 1 
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And hold her free,1 doe beſeech your honour, 
Otch. Fearc not my governement. 
Jag. I once moretake my leauc, Exit. 
Oth. This fellowe's of exc:eding honeſt y, 
Ani knowes all quan: i:ies,with a learned (pirir 
Of humane dealings: If I doe proouc her haggad, 
Th2 that her [cfſes were my deare heart (irings, 
I'de whiſtle her off, and let her dewne the wind, 
To prey at fortune. Happily,for I an blacke, 
And haue not thoſe ſofc parts of connerſation, 
That Ch imb:rers hauec,or for I am declind 
Inco the vale of yeares, yet thar's not much, 
Shee's gone, 1 aT abus'd,and wy releifs 
Muſt be to loath her : O curſe of marriage, 
That we cancall theſe dclicate creatures ours, 
And not their appetites : I had rather be a Toade, 
And liuve ypon tie vapor ina dungeon, | 
Then keepe a corn:r in athing 1 loue, 
For others vſes : yet tis the plague of great ones, 
Prerogatiu'd arethey leſſe then the baſe, 
Tis delteny,vnſhunnable, like death : 
Euen then this forked plague is fatedto vs, 
When we doe quicken $ Deſdemens comes, 
If ſhe be falſe, O then heaucn mocks ir ſelfe, 
Ile not belccue ir. 
Enter Dc(d:mona «nd Emillia. 
Deſ. How now my deare Othello ? 
Your dinner, andthe generous | lander 
By you inuited,doe attend your preſence. 
Oth. I amtoblane, 
Deſ. Why is your ſp:ech ſo faint ? are you not well? 
Oth. 1 hauec a paine ypon my forchead, heare. 
Def. Why that's with watching,t'will away again ; 
Let me but bind it hard, within this houre 
Lt will be well, 
Oth, Your napkin is toolittle x 
Let it alone,come llc go in with you. 
Deſ. Iam very ſorry that youare not well. 
| Ga _  * 
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Em, Tamglad1 "WV cthis'napkin,'' - ' £xir Oth, _ Def, 
This was her firſt remembrance from the Moore, : - 
My way ward husband, hath a hunired times : ky 
Wooed m: to ſteale it, "bur ſhe ſo loues phe rokem.. . 410 
For he coniar'd hee, ſhe ſhould cuer keepe it, - 5 ts v, 
Tha: ſh: reſernes it cucr more about her, '. 
To kill: and tale to; lNeha the worke tane our, © [ 
And g1u © Tags: what he'l doe with | it; | | "1 
Hcauen knowes,not [, Enter Iago. 
. Tnothing, bur to pleale his Fancafie; : p) © 
lep.. How now, what doe you here alone ? 
Em. Noe not you chide,l hauc a thing for you. - * 
lag. Athing for me,it1s acommont thing— 
Em, Ha? | 
lag Tohauea fooliſh wife. 
Em. O,is that all? what will you giue me nor, 
For chat ſame hanJkerchiefe ? 
[az. What handkerchicfe?- 
En m. What handkerchicfe ? | 
wa oy that t v2 Moore firſt gave to Deſemone, it 
xt which ſoofcen you dtd bid me ſteaks, th 2T 
7. Ha'ſt ſtole it fFroniher ?: 2h + hh tet lo © fy L 
4s zz, No faith, ſhe let ie drop wk Dowling) 
4n:torihe a7nantage,! being h ;zooke ia.yp 8. 7 Yu, td -ci1 V1 
Look het it Is. | 447-4430 706 wil 
J17. A good wench) giue lene. | 
Em. W, hat will you doe with it, (\ 1 ,0y 91, AO 
Taar youhaue bin ſyearn: ſt rdhade welt Ie F-2. 11 1 TY 
lag. Why, what's thatf@&you'?? 1:7} Lit 1 4 6 11287 46 
Em. Ii'tbe not for ſone purpoſe of \ Jnuat woIms Fat 
Giuc mecr avaihe,poore LadyjſheeWrua mad - TR 
When ſh: ſhall lacke it, ** | 0) 
[ag. Benot you acknowne oh 't;Thave vic for it 1——g0lcaue me; 
I will in («/*io's lodging loſe this napkin, Exit Em. | 
And ict him find it : Trifles light as ayre, 
Are to the iealovs,confirmations ſtrong 
As proofes of boly Writ,this may doe ſomething : 
Ids ds Moore already changes with my poilon, 4 
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Dangerous conceits are in their natures poiſons, 
Which at the firſt are ſcarce found to diſtaſt ; 


SI 


But witha little at vpon the blood, ' Emter Othello. | 


Burn? like the miges of ſulphure i I did ſay ſo: 
Look wh-re he comes,not-Poppy,nor Marfdragora, 
Nor all the drouſic firopps of the world; 


- Shall ever medccine thee to that ſweet flcepe, 


Which thou owedſt yeſterday, 

Oth. Ha,ha, falſe ro me,to me? 

lag. Why how now Generall? no more of that. 

Or. Auant,be gon,thou haſt ſet'me on hehe racke, 
I {\weare,tis better to be mach abuyd, 
Then but to know'ta1i:tle. 

ag. How now, my Lord? 

Oth. What ſence had I of her ſto'ne houres of luſt : 

I Caw't no: thought it not, it harm'J not me, 
I l:pt the next night well, was free and merry 
I found not Caſ1:0* kiſſes on h:rlips 
He that is rob'.|,not wanting whar is ſtolne, 
Let him not know, and hee*snot rob'd at all. 

Jag. I am ſorry to heare this. 

Oth, 1 had bin happy if the geneta)! Cape, 
Pyoners,anJ all,had taſted her ſwect body, 
$0 I had nothihg knowne : O now for cucr 
Farewcl| the tranquite mind, farewell content ; 
Farewell the plumed trcope and the big warres, 
That makes ambition vertue : O farewell, 


Farc wellthz neighing Steed, andthe ſhrill T rumpe, 


The ſpirit-ſtirring Drumme, the carc-peircing File, 

The roya)l Banner,and all quality, 

Pride,pompe,and circumſtance of glorious warre: 

And,O ye mortall Engines, whoſe wide throates, 

The immortal Joes great clamors counterfeir z 

rg s Occupation's gone. I” 
Iſt poſsible my Lord? 


0% Villaine,beſure thou proue my Loue a whore, 


Be ſure of ic, giue me the ocalar proofe, 


Or bf the worth of = eternall ſoule, 
G3 
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Thou h2dit bin better have been borne a dog, rh9 | 
Then anſwere my wal... wrath, | 
Jas, Iſt comcrtothis? 
__ Or. Mace meto ſci/c,or at the leaſt ſoprouc ir, 
 Thzrrthe probation, beare no hinge, nor loope, 
it _ Tohangadoubr on :or wo: vponthy life, 
R Tag. My noble Lord, 
W Oh. Ifthou docſt (lander her, ard rorture me, 
1 N-uer pray motc,abandon all remorce ; 
'  Onhorrors head, horrors accumulate : 
T — Dodecds,tomake hrauen weepe,alleath amar'), 
For nothing canſt thou ro damnation adde, greater then thae. 1 
| {ag. O grace,O ieauin defendme, 
Arc you 3 man haue you 2 (oule or ſence ? | 
 GodJbuy you,take my office, --O wretched feote, 
_ Thatlicvelt to inake thine honeſty a vice; 
 O monſtrous world,take nate,rtake note O world, 
To be direct 2nd honeſt, 14 not lafc, 
I rhinke you for this profit,and from hence, | | 
Ile lone no friznd. lince loue breeds (uch offence. f 
Oth. Nay ſtzy,ciou thoulsfit be honeſt 
Tag. 1 ſhouldbe wiſe, for honeſtie's a foole, 
And iooſes that it wor«cs for, 
Oth. By tte world, 
I thinke my wife be honeſt, and thinke ſhe is nor, 
T chi:k- char thou art juſt,and thinke thou art norz | 
Ile have fone proofe : her name thac was as treſh | 
As Dians viiſage js now begriwd, and blacke 
As mine owneface ; If there be cords,or knives, 
Poyſon,or fire,or ſuffacating ſtreaimes, 
He noc cndure it : would [ were (atiſncd.. 
lag. Iſcelir,yog are catan vp with paſſion, 
=Y doc repnt me that 1 put it to you. 
You would be ſatished. 
__ Oth. Would,nay,l will. 
Jag.-And may,burhow hov ſatisfied my Lord? 
Wou!d you, the ſupcruifion groſicly gape on, 
 Bchold her topt? 


Oth, 
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Oth, Deathand Jamnation—oh. 
lag. It werea tedious difficuley I thinke, 
To bring cm to chat proſpe& damem then, 
If eucr mortall eyes diiſce them boullter 
More thcntheir owne z what then, how then ? 
What ſhall I Cay ? wher.'>ſarisfaRion ? 
It is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, 
Were they as prime as Goarcs, as hot a: Mcnki:s, 
Asſalt as Wolues in pride, and fooles as groſfe 
As ignorance made drunke : But yer I ſay, 
If ivputation and ſtrong circanſtences, - 
Which lcade dirc&!y to the doore of truth, 
Will giue you ſatisfaIion, you may ha'c. 
Ot. Giue me &liuing reaſon, that ſhe's diſloya!!. 
Tag, Idot not like the office, 
But lith I amenter'dinto this cauſe ſo farre, 
Prickt toc by fooliſh honeſty and love, 
7 will gogon : I lay with Caſs:s lately, 
And being trouble] with a r2ging tooth,] couldnot ſleepe. 
There are a kind of men ſo leole of ſoule, 
That in their ſkepes will mutrer their affaires, 
One of this kind is Caſs:0: 
Infleepe | heard him ſay. Sweet Deſdemonas 
Let vs be wary, ler vs hide our loues ; 
And then fir would he gripe and wring my hard, 
Cry our;{weet crearure,and then kifſe me hard, 
As if he p!uckt vp kiil:'s by the rootes, 
That grew vpon my lips,then layed his leg 
Over my thiph,and figh'd,and kifled and then 
Cried,curſ: d fare,that gaue thee to the Moores. 
Orb. O monſtrous,mon(lrous, | 
Jag. Nay,this was but his dreame. | 
Oth, Burt this denoted a fore-gon corclafian,. 
Tis a ſhrewd doubt tho it be bur a dreame, 
Trg. Andthis may helpe rothicken other proofes, 
That doe demon'tr2re thivly, 
Oth, lieteate hcr all ro peeccs, 


leg. Na; bur be wiſe, yet we ſee nothing done, . h 
Sh 
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She may be honeſt yet: tell me but this, 
_ Haue you not fometimes ſcene a handkerchiefe, 
Spotted with ſtrawberries in your wiucs hand? 
 _ Oth. | gauc her (vcha one,twas my firſt gift. 
lag. 1 know not tar, bur ſuch a handkerchietc 
I am ſure it was your wiues,did I to day 
Sce Caſio wipe his beard with, 
_ If't be that. | 
. If in bethart,or any,it was hers, - 
Tt , Wikis againſt her, with the other proofes. . 
Oth. O that the flane had forty-thouſand lines, 
_ One is too poore,too weake formy revenge : 4. 
Now I doe fee tis true, looke here ago, 
All my fondlone,thns doe I blow to heanen, —tis gone. { 
Ariſe blacke vengeance from thy hollow Cell, 
Yeeld vp O love thy croxne,and hearted Throne, 
To tyrranous hate,ſsell boſome with chy fraught, 
For tis of Aſpicks tongues, he kneeles, 
lag. Pray be content. BY 4. 
Oth. O blood,7ago, blood. : 
lag. Patience 1 = your mind perhaps may change. 
Otrh. Ncurr lags; 
 Liketothec Pontick Sea, 
Whole icy currcnt and compulliue courſe, 
 Ne'r feels retiring ebbe,but keepes due on, 
To th: Propontick and the Helleſpent : | 
Eucn (6 my bloody chougi:ts,wich violent pace, 
Sh2'l ne*.c looke backe,re're ebbe ro hamble loue, 
Till that a capeable and wice reuenge 
Swa'low them vp. Now by yond macble Heaucn, 
Inthe due reuerence of a ſacred yow, 
_ Ihereingage my words. 
> lag. Doe not riſe yet : 2. Iago bneels, 
Witocfle the eucr-burning lights aboue, = 
You Eiements thatclip ys round about ; 
Witneſle that here, /ago doth giue vp 
The ex:cution of his wit,h hearr, 
Towrong'dOrhelirve 's ſeruice : erhim command, BIR 
IR 4 4 
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| Andto obey,ſhall bein me remorce, 


What bloody worke ſo cuer. In, 

Och. Igrectthy loue ; = 
Not with yaine thanks, but tar bounteons, 
pur thee to't, = 
W ithin theſe three dayes,let me heare thee fay, 
That Caſo s not aliue. jj 

Tag. My friend is dead: 

Tis T 50e as you requeſt, bur let her line. 
Otcb. Damher lcwd minks : © dam her, 
Come, goe with me apart, [ will withdraw, 
To furniſh me with ſome {wife meancs of death, 
For the faire d-usll : now art thou my Leiutenant, 
Jag. 1am your owne for cucr. 


Exeunt, 
Enter DcſdemonagEmilla and the Clowne. 

Deſ. Doe you know lirra, where the Leintenant C«ſ5:0 lies? 

Cle. I dare rot ſay he lics any where. 

Deſ. Why man? | 

Cle. He is aSoldier, and for one to ſay a Soldier lics,is abbing, 

Def. Go te,whcic lodges he ? 

Cle. Totell you where he lodges, isto tell you where I lic. 

Deſ. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clo. 1 know not where he lodges,and for me todeuiſe a lodging, 
an] ſay he lics there, were tolic in mine owne throate. 

Def. C an you enquire him out, andbe edified by report? 

Clo, I will cathechize the world for hin, that is,make queſtions, 
Ard by them anſwer. | 

Def. Secke him, bid him come hither, tcll him I hage moued my 
Lord in his behalfe,and hope all will be wcll. 

(ov. To doe this, is within the compaſle of mans witre and there. 
fore Ile atecmpt the doing of it. Ex, 

Deſ. Where ſhould | looſe that handkerchiefc Emilli« ? 

Em, 1 know not Madam. | 

Deſ. Belceue mel had rather loofe my purſe 
Full of Cruſ:docs : and but my noble Moore 
Is truc of win \,and made cf no ſuch baſcnefſe, 
AS icaiOus Creatures are, it were enovgh 


H To 
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To put him totill thinking. 

Em. Ishe not icalous? « 

Def. Who he? I thinke the Sun where he was ls 
Drew all ſuch humors from him, Emtey DO. 

_ _ Ew. Looke wherehc comes, 

Def. I wiilnot leanc himnow, 


Till Caſ5io be cald ro him : how is it with you my Lord? 


Oth.” Well my good Lady : O hardnefle to difſcmble : 
How doe you Deſdemona ? 

D-ſ. Well, my good Lord. 

Och. Giue me your hand,this handis moiſt my Lady. 
Def. Ir yet has felt no age,nor knowne no ſorrow. 
__ Oth., Thisargues fruitfulneſſe and liberall heart, 

Hot, hor,and moyit,this l;and of yoursrequires 
A eq a:ſer roaj! liberty : faſting and praying, 
Mach caftioation,cxerciie dcuout z 
For here's 3 young and ſweating deuill here, 
That commonly rc aches | tis a good hand, 

Afranke ore. 
| Def. Youmay indeed ſay fo, 
| For twas that hand that gane away wy heatt.. 

Oth. A liberall hand,che hearts of old gane hands, 
Bur our new herraldry is hands, not hearts, 

: Def. I cannot ſpeake ofthis ; come now your promiſe. 

Oth, What promiſe chucke ? 

Deſ. I hauc (ent to bid Ceſ#io come ſpeake with you. 

- Oth. Ihaue a falt and ſullenrhumec offends me, 

Lend me thy handkerchiefe. 

Def. Here my Lord. - 

Oth, That whi:chl gaue you. 

Def, 1hauc it not. about me, 

Ot h, Not, : 

'Deſ. No indeed my Lord. 

Oth. Thars efaulez that handkerchiefe 
Did an Egyptien to my mother gue, 

She was a hoofpep _ __ _ . 
Tee ofP peopragy told her while it, 
TreollN make amiable andſubJuc my hes © 


- 
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Intirely to her leuc : Bur if ſheloſt it, 

Or madc a gift of it ; my fathers cyec 

Should hold her loathed, and his ſpirits ſhould hune 

After new fancies : She dying, gaue itme, 

And bid me, when my fate would hane me wiuc, 

To yy it her ;I did ſo, andrake heed on'r,. 

Make it a darling, like your pretious cye, 

Tolooſe,or giue* away,were ſuch perdition, 

As nothing elſ- could match. 

Deſ. 1'|& poſſible? 

Otb. Tis true,thcr's magicke inthe web of it, 

A Sybellthat had numbred in the world, 

The Sun to courſe rwo handred compaſics, 

Inher prophetique fury, ſewed the worke: 

The worrnes were hallowed that did breedthe filke, 

Andit was died in Mummy,which the skilfull 

Concerue of Maidens hearts. 

Def. Indeed,i'ſt true ? 

Oth. Moſt yecritable,therefore looke to't well. 
Def, Then would to God that I had neuer fcene it, 
Ot. wn : : . + 6 

Deſ. Why doe you ſpeakeſo ſtartingly and raſh ? 
Oth. I'ſt loſt? i'ſt gone > ſpeake, is it out o'the way ? 
Deſ. Bleſſe vs, | 
Oth, Say you? 

Deſ. It is not loſt, but what and if it vere ? 

Oth. Ha. 0 

Def. I lay it is not loſt, 

Och. Ferctyr,lct me ſee ir, | 

Deſ. Why (o I can fir,but I will not now, 

This is a tricke,to put me from my ſuite, 

I pray let Caſ1#0 be receiu'd againe. 
Oth. Fertchme that handkerchiefe,my mind miſgines. 
De. Come,come,you'l neuer meet amore ſufficient mans 
Orh, The handkerchiefe, 

| __ Deſ. Aman, thatallhigtime © © 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your loue, 
Shar'd dangers with you, = b 
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Oth. The handkerchicfe. 

Deſ. Inſoothyou are too blame. 
O:h. Away. Exe. 
Em, Isnot this min 1:alous ? 

Def. 1 nc:re law this before: 


- Sure ther*s ſome wonder 1n this handkerchictke, . 
Ian moſt vaiappy in the loſle of it. 


Enter lag and Cailio. 

Em, Tisnotayearc or two ſhewes vs a man, 
Th: y ure all but ſtomacks, and we all but foode ; 
They cate vs hungerly,and when they arc full, 
They belch vs ;looke you, Caſ5:0 and my husband. 

{ag. There is no other way, tis ſhe muſt doe it, 


And loethe ha ppinefle,goe,and importune her. 


De/. How now good Caf, whars the newes with you 2? 
Caſ. Madam,my former ſuite : 1 doe befeech y ou, 


That by your vertuous meancs. I may againe 


Exiſt,and be a member of his loue, 

Whom I ,with ali the officc of my hcart, 
Intirely hon{ur, I wonld not be delayed; 

It my «ff. nc: be of ſuch mortall kind, 

That not my ſeruice paf,nor preten: ſorrowes, 
Nor 9urps-'d merrit in faturity, 

C.2:i ran!ome me :nto his !ouc againe, 
Partosnow (o,mult be my benctir, 


$5 (hailll c'oath me nn a forc'd content, 


4nd ſhut my (cite vp 1n ſome other couilr, 
19fortunts almet, 
D:[. Alast'fice certle Caſo, 


My ad:ocation {5 not now intune ; 
My Lo dis rot m} Loid,nor ſhould 1 know him, 
Were he intauour,as 11 hufror altred : 


S helps me,cuery (pirit (anttified, 


As I anc ſpoken for you all my beſt, 


And {tvod within the blanke of his diſpleaſure, 
For my trec ſpeech: you muſt a while be patient, 
What i can'io- 1 will,and more | will 

Thcn for m; {clit 1 dare,let that ſuffice yous 
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{ag. 1s my Lord angry ? 

Em. He wcnt hence but now, 
And certainely in ſtrange vnquietneſle. 

Jag. Can hebe angry? I have ſecne the Cannon, 
When it hath blowne his rankes into the ayre; 
And (1tke the deuill) from his very arme, 


- Puft his owne brother,and can he be angry ? 
Something of moment then: [ wil! goe meet him, 


There*> m itrer in'c indeed, it he be angry. 
Deſ. | prerthee doe ſo ; ſomething lure of State, 
Eith-r from Yenice, or ſome viharche praQiice, 


| Made demonſtrable here in C:pres to him. 


Hath pud'ed his cleere (pirit,and in ſuch caſes, 
Mens natures wrang!e with infcriour things, 
Tho great oncs are the obiee, 
Tis cucn ſo; for let our finger ake, 
A1.d it endues our other hcalchfull members, ; 
Eucn to that ſenile of paine z nay,we mult thinke. 
M.-n arc not go\ils, 
Nor of them looke for ſuch obſeruances 
As fits the Brid31! : beſhrew me mach Emilie, 
I was (vntlandiome warrtor as I am) 
Arraigning his vnkindnefle with my ſoule; 
But now | fin},I had ſubbornd the witneſle, 
And hce's indi:ed fa'fly. 
Em. Pray heauen it be State matters as you thinke, 
Andno conceptio!1,nor no lealous toy 
Corcerning ) Ou, 
Deſ. Alasthe day,1I neuer pgaue him cauſe. 
Em. But icalous ſoules will not be anſwered ſo, 
They are not cuer icalous for the cauſe, 
Burt ica]Jous for t'ey arc icaſovs: tis a monſter, 
Begot vpon it (elfc,borne on it (clte. 
Deſ. Heauen keepe that monſter from Orbells's mind, 
Em. Lady, Amen. 
Deſ. 1will goe ſecke him,Caſrio walke here abour, 
If I do- finde him fit, }1- moue your ſuite, E xeunt Deſd. 
And(ceke tocffett it to my vttermoſt. __ and Emillia. 
H 2 | Ca/. 
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Cf. T humbly thanke your Ladiſhip, Enter Bianca. 


- x 


'Bian. Sauc you friend Caſ710, 
Caf, What make you from howe?( | 


_ Howis it with you my moſt faire Brence ? 
Indeed {weer loue I was comming to your houſe. 
Zia. And I was going to your loiging (aſs: ; 
What keepe 3 weekeaway?ſcuen daics and nighes, 
_ Eightſcore cight houres, and louers abſcnt houres, 
. More tedious then the diall,cightſcore times, 
Oh weary reckoning. 
Caf. Pardon me Beancs, ray | 
I have this while with leaden thoughts bin preſt, | Fl 
But I ſhall in a more conrinuace time, - 
S:rike off this ſcore of abſence : ſweet Bierce, 
Take me this worke out. 
Bia. Oh (C:/sio, whence camethis ? 
This is ſome token from a newer friend 
To the felt abience,now I fcele a cauſe, 
J*t come ro this ? well, well, 5 = 4 
Caſ/. Goto woman, P> Af If . 
Throw your vile gheſſes in the devills recth, 
From whence you haue them, you are 1ealous now, 
That this is from ſome Miſtris,ſome remembrance, 
No in good troth Braxcs. 
* J214a. Why,whoſc is 1t ? _. | | 
Caf. I know not ſweer,[ found ir in my chamber, 
\ I like the worke well,erc it be demanded, | f 
As like enough itwill,'de haue ic coppied, , 
Take it and do't,andleaue me for this time. TY 
Bia. Lcauc you, wherefore? | 
Ceſ. 1 docattend here on the Generall, 
And thinke it no additien,nor my wiſh, 
To hauc him ſee me woman'd, 
Bie, Why Ipray you? | 
Caſ, Not that | louc you not. 
 Bja. Eur chat you doc not love me z 
I pray you bring me on the way 2 lictle, 
And (ay,if I ſhall ſee you ſoonear night. | 


= 
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Caf. Tis but a lictle way that I can bring you, 
For [ attend here,bur Ile {ce you ſoone. 
Bia, Tis very | good, Lmuſt be circuaſtanc'd. Exennt, 


A CFu5 4. 


Scena 1. 


Emer Iago and Othello. 


tug. \ FN Fl you thinke (0? 
Oth. Thinkeſo ago. 


Tag, What,to kifle in priuate ? 

 Och. Anvnauthoriz'd kiſle. 

Tag. Ocrtobe naked with her friend abed, 
An houre,or more,not mcaning any harme? 

Oth. Nakedabed [ «g0,andnot mcane harme ? 
It is hipocrilie inte the deuill : 
They that mcane vertuouſly,and pry doe (0, 
The deuill their vertue tempts,and they teinpt heauen. = 

Jag. Soe they doe nothing, tis a venialllip ; f 
But if I give my witea handkerchicte, 

Oth, What then? 

ag. Why then tis hers my Lord,and being "ws 
She may, thinkc,beſtow'r on any man, 

Oth, She ts protcAreſſe of her honour too, 
we ſhe giue thar? 

. Her honour is an eflence that's not ſcene, 


Ther haucit very oft,that naue it not; 
' But for the handkercmetfe, | 


Oth. Ry heauen, I wou!d moſt oladly haue forgot it 2: 
Thou ſaidſt (Q) it comes ore my memory» 
As doththe Rauen ofce the infeRed houſe, 


'Boding to all.) Hc h:d my handkerchicfe. 


Tag. I, what of that? 

Orb. That's not ſo good now. 
Jag. What If 1 had ſaid I had ſeen him do you wrong? 
Or heard hin ſay, (as knaues be ſuch red 
Who hauing by their owne importuuatc wire 
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Or voluntary dotage of ſome miſtris, 
Coniured,or ſupp!licd them, cannot chaſe, 
But thcy wut blab.) 

Oth, Hathhe ſaid any thing ? 

lag. He hathmy Lord, but be you well aſſur'd, 
No morc then hec'l vnſweare. 

 Oth, What hath he ſayd? 

lag. Why that hc: did—1 know not what he did, 
 Och, What? 7ng. Lyc, 

Oth. With her? 

Tag. With her,on her, what you will, 

Otch. Lic wi:hher, lic on her ? We ſay lie on her, when they bely 
| hery lye with her, that's foulſome, handkerchiefs, confeſsion, hand- 
kerchic fs : to confc{{.,and be hang'd for his labour,fi: ſt ro be hang”, 
 andthen to confcle ; | tremble at it : Nature would nor inveſt her- 
ſclfe in ſuch ſhadowing pats1on, withour ſome inſtruction : lt is not 
words that ſhakes me thus, (piſh) noſes,cares, and ttppes : Is't poſs1- 
ble ? confeſle ? hanikerchiefc ? O dreuill, Falles in 4 trance, 

74g. Worke on my mcCicine, worke : thns credulovs fooles are 
- caught,and inany worthy a::d chaſt Dames,cuen thus (all guiltlfle.) 
mect reproach.; What ho my Lord, my Lord I ſay, Orhets,—how 
now Caſo? Enter Caſsio. 

Caſ. What*: the matte! ? 

Jag My Lord is talne into an Epil: pſy, 

T his 1s his ſecon1 fic,he hadone yeſterday. 
Caſ. Ru'd hin about the tempics. 7 
Tay. No forb.are, 
The Lerhargic mult h iu: his quict courſe, 
If nor,he foa'1ics at mouth, and by and by 
Breakcs oat toſauage madn«flc : looke.he ſtirres:; 
Doc you withdraw you: (clfe a little while, 
He will rc c uct (traight ; when he is gone, 
I would «; gre at occaſionſprake with you. 
How is it Generill have you not hurt your heac? 

Oth, Do't:hon mocke m-? _ ExuCal. 
Jag. 1 moc&ce you? noby heauecn, 

Wou d you would beare your fortunes like a man. 
_ O46. Ahoincdnars a monſtcr,and a beaſt. 


. 
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Jag, There's many abeaſt then ins populous City, 
And many a ciuil! monſter. 
Oth, Didhe confeſle ? 
Tag. Good (ir be a man, 
Thinke cucry bearded fellow, that's bue yoak'd, 
May draw wich you,there's millions now aliuc, 
That nightly lye in thoſe ynproper beds, 
Which they dare {weare peculiar : your caſe is better ; 
O tis the ſpite of hell,the fiends arch mocke, 
Tolip a wanton in a ſecure Couch, 
And to ſuppoſe her chaſte : No, let me know, 
And knowing what I am,I know what ſhe ſhall be. 
Oth. O thou art wiſc,tis certaine, 
lag. Stand youa while apart, 
Confine your (clfe but in a patient liſt : 
Whilſt you were here orewhelmed with your gricfe, 
(A paſſion moſt vnfitting ſucha man,) 
Caſ5i0 came hither,l ſhifted him away, 
And laycd good ſcule ypon your extaſy; 
Bad him anon rctire,and here ſpeake with me, 


The which he promis'd: Bat incaue your ſelte, 


And marke the gecres,the gibes,and notable ſcornes, 
That dwell in euery region of his face z 

For 1 will make bim tellthe tale anew, 

W hcre, how, how oft, how long agoe, and when, 

He has,znd is againe to cope your wife : 

I ſay ,burt marke his ieaſture,mary patience, 


Or I ſhall ſay,you are 8ll in all,in ſpleene, 


Andnothing of a man. 
Oth. Dolt thou heare lego, 
I will be found moſt cunning in my patience; 
Bur doeſt thou heare,moſt bloody. 
lag That's not amiſle : 
Bur yet keepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 
Now will 1 queſtion Caſ550 of Biance; 
A huſwife,that by (clling her deſires, 
Buycs her (elfe bread and cloathes ; it is a creature, 


' That dotes on C aſv1o ; as tis the ſtruwpets plague 
| I 


To 
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To beguile many;and be beguil'd by one :  * Extor Cal. 
 He,wuacn he heares of hcr cannot retrains | 
 Fromthe exc:(lc of laughter : hcre he comes 6: 
As he ſhall ſmile, Orbe8o ſhall goe mad, , -* 
And his vnbookiſh icalouſic n.uſt conſter- -. 
Foore Caſs#0*s ſnilcs, geſtures, and light beliauiour, 
Quire inthe wrong : How doe you now Leiutcnant ? * 
Caſ. The wot(cr tat you giue me che addition, + 
Whoſe want cuen kills mc. | 
lag. Ply Deſdemons well,an] you are ſure ont. | 
Now, ifthis ſuite lay in Bsance's power, 1 
How quick!y ſhould you ſpeed. 
| Caf. Alas poore catine. « 
Oth. Looke how he laughes already. 
Jag. Incuer knew a woman loue man ſo. 
© Caf. Alas poore rogue, l thinke indeed ſhe loues me. 
Othb. Now h:denies it faintly and langhcs it out. 
lag. Doe you heare Caſo? | | 
Ocb Now he imporiuncshimto tell tt on ; 4) 
Gor to, veell ſatile. | 
las Shc giuesit ont that you ſhall marry her, 
Po: youtntend it? 
oe Hamahs. | 
01h, Do- you triumph Romangdoe you triumph ? 
Caf. I marry her? whar? a Cuſtomer ; | 
I prethec beare ſome clarity £omy wit, , | 
Doeno: thinke it ſo vawroleſome-: ha,ba,ha. 
Oth. So,ſo,ſo,fo,they laugh that wins. 
Jag. \Why,the cry goes,that you (ball marry her, 
Caf. Prethee (ay true. 
Jag. I ama very villajne clſe. 
Oth. Ha you fcoar'd me? well, Me, 
(af. This is the monkies o#n gluing out; ſhe is perſwadedT will 
marry her,out of her own lone and flattery ,not out of my promile, 
Oth, Iago beckons me,now he bigins the ſtory. 
Caſ, She was heere cuennow,fhe haunts me incnery place, I was 
tother day talking on the {ca banke with certainc Yenetians,and this 
th:rcomes this bauble,falg me thus about my necke. 


Oth, 


Before me,lovke where ſhe con658, 


by:xbar lame handkerchiefe you gaue mce cu. n now ? [ was a fine 
fools co take it; ! mult take cut the worke,a lik ly piece »t worke, 
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 Oth. Crying.O deare Caſv10, as it were : his geſture imports it. . 
Cſ So hangs, and iolls. and wee pcs vpon me ; ſohales, aridp , 
me,h :,ha,ha. | I” 
Oth. Nuw he tells how The pluckt him ro my Chamber 
I ſec that noſc of yonrs,but.not thai dog i ſhall tarow' to. 
| Caf. well, I myſt lezuc her compaiy : E uter Þ1anca. 


Tis ſuch another Fitchew ; marry 2 perfun'd one : What doe you 
me-nc by chis haunting of me ? 


Ban, Let the d:uili and his dam haunt you : what did you meane 


that ycu ſhoul:i fin it in our chamber, and no: know who left it 
th.re : this 1s fome minx-s token, and I muſt :ak-ou: the worke ; 


there.giuc it the hobby hoiſe 3 whereſocuer y ou had ic, llc take ouc no 
Wot ke on't. & 


Caſ. How now n y (wret Bianca, how now, how now ? 

Ocv. By heauen that ſhould be my handkerchicfe. 

Bia. An you'll come to (upp: r to might, you may,an you will nor, 
come when \ ou are ncxt prepa. d for. Ex806 

lap. Aft. r her,af-er her, 

Caſ I muſt (h. ©: raile i'the ſtreet elle. 

Tag, Youlup there. 

Caſ, Ycs,l inicnd ſo, 

lag. Wcll,l ma, chance to ſee you, for I would yery faine ſprake 
with you. | h 

{ «{ Prethe come,will'you? 

lag Goe to.ſa; no worc. Ex Caſlio, 

Otb. How ſha.l 1 murder him Iago ? 

Jag. Di i you pcrc. 1ac,how he laughcd at his vice ? 

O:b, O lage. 


lag Anddid voulee the handkerchiefe ? 
Och. Was rhart minc ? | i 


T would h uc him nine yeres a killing ; a fine woman,a faire womah, 
a [weet wo nan. : 


/ag.  ay,you mult forget that 
Och. An1 lcther rot andp-riſh, and be damb'd to night, for ſhee 
ſhall not liue: no,wy heatt is curn'd toa ſtone; | ſtrike it,and it hurts 
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- my hand: O the world has not a ſweeter creature, ſhe might lie by an 


dition. | 
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Emoerours ſide,and command him taskes. 

fag. Nay,that's not your way. | 

Oth. Hang her, I doe not ſay what ſhe is: So delitate with her 
necedie, an admirable maſitian ; O ſhe will ſins rhe ſauagencſle out 
of 2 Bearec ; of ſo hye and plenteons wit and invention. , 

74g. Shee's the worle tor all this. , 7 

Oth. Athonſand thouſand times : and then of ſogentle a con- 

_ Tag. I,too gentle. SIDES 

Och, Nay thats certaine,but yet the pitty of it /ago,oh the pitty. 

Lag. If you be ſo fond ouer her iniquity,giue her patent to offend, 
for it ic touches not you, it comes necre no bedy. | | 4 

Oth. I will chop her into meſſes, —cuckold me ! 

187. O.tis foulc in her. Eg 

 Oth. With mine Officer. 

lag. That's fouler, 

Oth. Ger me ſome poiſon 7-go,this night Te net expoſtulate with 
her, leſt her bedy ani beauty vnproutde my minde agen, this nighc ; 
[4p0. 

&. Do: it not with poiſon, ſtrangle her in her bed,cuen the bed 
ſh: hath contaminated. 

O1h. Good. good,the iuſtice of it pleaſes, very good, 

la Andie: Caſo, let me be his vndertakec : you ſhall heare more 


Erter Lo louico, D.[dewona, and Attendant -. | 4 


Oth. Excellent good : 
W h:t Trumpet ts that ſame ? | 

Tzg. Some thing from Venice ſure ; tis Lodourcs 
Come from the Luke,andſee, your wife is withhim. 
Led. Save you worthy Generall, 

Orch. With a!l my heart ſir. = 

Lod. The Duke andSenators of Yenrce greet you. 

Oth, I kifle the inſtrument of their pleaſures. 

Deſ, And what's the newes good couſen Lodewics ? 
Tag. I am very gladto ſce you Seignior + — . 
welcome to C)prm, 2 Lod, 
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Lod, Ithanke you,how does Leiutenant Caſrio? 
Jag. Lives fir, 


Deſ.Couſen, there's falne between him and my Lord, 


An vnkin4 breach; but you ſhall make all well. 
Octh. Arc you ſure of that ? 
Def. My Lord. - 
Och, This faile you' not e6.doe: as you will. — 
Lod, He didnot call, -hee's buſic inthe paper : 
Ts there Diuiſion twixrt my Lord and Caſs:o? 
Deſ. Amolt vnhappy one, | wonld doe mach 
To atrone them, for the joue [ 'beare ro Cafsio. 
Oth. Fire and Brimſtone. 
Deſ. My Lord. ; 
Oth. _ you wife ? 
Deſ. What,is he angry? | 
 Lod. May be the letter mou'd him ; ; 
For asI thinke,they doe command him home, 
Deputing Caſs:0 in his gouernement. 
Deſ. Truſt me,I amglad ont. 
 Oth, Indeed. 
Deſ. My. Lord. 
Och. Tam glad toſee you mad. 
Deſ. How (wect Othello ? 
Oth, Deuill!. | 
Def, I have not deſeru'd this. 
Lod, My Lord,this would not be beleew'd in Yenice, 
Tho I ſhould (weare Iſaw't: tis very much, 
Make her amends, ſhe weep:s. 
Oth. O Deuill, Dcaill, 
Ifthat the carth couldtceme with womens reares, 
Each drop ſhe falls, would Prouc a Crocadile : 
Out ofa figne. 
Def. 1 "will not ſtay tooffend you. 
Lod. Truly an obedient Lady 
I doe beſcech! your Lordſhip, call herbacke, 
Oth. Miltreſle, 
Def. My Loid. y 
.. Oth, What would you with liet fir 
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Led. Who.tmy Lord? LT nnnk a 


" Oth. I, you 51d with that I would walee her tuxne « | > 


Sir the can turne,and turne; and yer goc ang 
And tnrne againe, a'id ſhe can,werpe (ir, weepe ; 
Ard ſhe s abcdiznt,as you ſay,ob.dicat, . 
Very o'-gicnt proc: ed you 1n your teares, 
Corccrrang this ſir : O w- ll painted paſsion? : 
I am conwanded home : —gct you away, 
We ſend for you ann? —bir,l obey the mandar, 
And will rcturne to Yeaice ; —hcr.ce,auant, 
Caſio ſhall hauz my place ; and far to night 
I voc intreat char we may !up together, 
You are welcome fir to Cyprw, —goates and monkies, 
Lod. Is this the noble Moore, who: our fuil Senate 
 Cal'all in 2/1 ſufficient 5 This the noble nature, 
Whom: paſſion co..!d not ſhake  W hoſe ſolid yertue, 
The hot of accident.nor dart of chance 
Could neith<r grazc nor peirce ? 
4p. He 1s vuch changed. | 
| Led, Ate his wits(afe ? ishe not light of brain? 
Tag. Hc's that hc 18, | may not breath my cenſure, 
W har he mightbe,1t what he might, he 1 13 not, 


_ I wculdto heauen he werc. 


Led, Whar,(itike his wiſe, 
_ Jag. Faiththat was not ſowell ; yet would I knew 
That ſtroake would prouc the workt. 
Led. ls it his vſc? 
Or did the letters worke vpon his bloed, 
And new crcatethas fauir ? 
lag. Alas,alas : 
It is not bone ty i in we to ſpcake 


_ What [ hauc ſcene 2nd knowne z you ſhall obſerue 


And his owne courſc* wiil denote him (0, 
T hat i may ſauc my ſpeech : doc but gac after hitn, 
And marke how he continucs. 
Lod. I am ſorry that T am deceiv'd in hins. Excunt, 
Emer Othello and Enilllias 
0th, You haue ſecne naching then | 


.. 
'Y * 
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Em, Nor euer heard, nor euer did ſuſpeR. 
Oth, Yes,and you haue ſcene Caſ5i9 and ſhe together. 
Em, But then I ſaw no harme, and then I heard 
Each lillable that breath made vp betwecne&em. 
Oth What, did thy never whiſper? 
Em, Ncuer, my Lord, lg 
Och. Nor (nd you out o'the way ? 
Em. Neurr, 
Oth To f:rchher fan, her mask,her gloues,nor nothing: 
Em. N-ucr, my Lord, 
Oth. Thar's {trange. =! 
Em 1 durſt my Lord, to wager ſhe is honeſt, .'+-, 
Lay downe my foule at ſtake z if you thinke other, 
Remoue your thought, 1: dothabaſe your boſome, 
If any wretch ha put this in \ oyr head, 
Let heauen r<quire ic with the Serpents curſe, 
For if the be not honcſt. c'1aſte, and true, 
There's no man happy, th: pureſt of their wines, 
Is foule as ſlander. . Exu Emillia. 
Ohe Bid her come hither, goe, 
She (ayes cnoagh, yet ſhe's a fimple bawde, 
That cannot ſay as much: this is a ſubrle whore, 
A cloſet, locke au't key,of villainous ſecrets, 
Andyct ſhec'i kneele and pray, | ha teene her do'c 
| Enter Dc(demona avd Emillia, 
Deſ. My Lord, whit 1s your will? 
Oth. Pray chucke come hither. 
Deſ. Whar is your pleaſure ? 
Oth Txt mc {ce your cyes--looke inmy face. 
Deſ. What horrible fancy,s this ? | 
Orh Someof your tunRion Miitrifle, 
Leane pre creants alone,anb ſhuc the dore, 
_ Coffc, or cry hem), if ay body come, 
Your miſt-ry, your miltery ; nay diſpatch. 
Def. V pon iry knees, What does your ſpeech import? 
I vadcrſtand a fu y in your words, . | 5 OY ted 7 
But not the words, 
Och. Why,what art thou?- 


. 


70 T he Tragedy of Othllo 
' Def, Your wife wy Lord,your true and loyall wife. 
Oth. Come,(weare it,dam thy (elfe, 

Leſt being like one of heauen,che deuills themſelucs 

| Should feareto ceaſe rthee,therefore be double dambd ; 

.Sweare thou art honeſt. 
Deſ. Heauen doth truely know ir. 
Oth, Heaven truely knowTs,that thou art falſe as hell. 
Deſ. To whom,my Lord,with whom ? how am I falſe? 
Oth, O Deſdemons, away ,away away. 
Deſ. Alas the heauy day ,why do you weepe ? 

Am l the occaſion of rhoſe teares my Lord ? 

1f haply you my father doe ſufp:&, 

An inſtrument of this your calling backe, 

Lay not your blame on me ; if yop hauc loſt hun, 

Why I haue loſt him too. 

Oth. Had it pleay'd heauen 

 Totry me with :ffi&ion had he rain'd 

All kindes of (orcs, and ſhames on my bare head, 

Steep'd me 1n pouerty,to the very lips, 

Giuento captiuity,me and my hopes, 

| I ſhould haue found in ſore part of my ſonle 

A drop of patience; bur alas, ro make me 

A fixed figure, for the time of ſcorne, 

_ Topoint his flow vomouing frager at—oh,och, 

Yer could I bearethar roo, brrys very well. 

Bur there, where I haue- garne1'd yp my heart, 

Where cither | mult liue,or beare no life, 

The fountaine from the which my currar.t runncs, 

Oc clſe dryes vp,to be diſc thence, 

Or keepe it asa c: ſterne,for foutc Toades 

To knot and gender in: terne thy corplexion there, 

Paticnce thy young and roſg-lip'd Cherubm, 

I here looke grim as Hell. 

Def. 1 hop: my noble Lord eftceres ire huneft. 


\ . Orb, © L214 ſamonrs fieaarcin hen, | 
That quickeneucn with b'oving : | 


- 


O thou black weed, why art (o louely faire 
ol ow ſmeli't oſs cer,thatche ſence akes'ar thee, 


—_— 


Would 
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Would thou hadſt ne're bin borne. | 
Deſ. Alas,what ignorant ſinne have I commicted? 
Ocb. Was this faire paper,this meſt goodly booke, 
Made to write whore ypon ?— What cammitred ? 
Committed ; Oh thou publike Commoner z 
I ſhoald make very forges of my checkes, 
T hat wouldto cinders burne vp modeſtic, 
Did I but ſpeake thy deeds : what committed ? 
Heauen ſtops the noſe at it, andthe Moone winkes; 
The bawdy wind that kifles all it meets, 
Is huſhe within the hollow mine of carth, 
And will not hear't : —what committed, —impudent ſtrumpet, 
Def. By heauen you doe me wrong. 
Oth, Are not you a {trumpet ? 
Deſ. No,as I am a Chriſtian : 
If topreſeruethis veſſcll for my Lord, 
From any other foule volawfull touch, 
Be not to be a ſtrampet,I am none. 
Och. Whart,not a whore? 
Deſ. No,as ſhall be ſaucd. 
Och. Iſt poſſible? 
Deſ. O heaven forgiue vs. 
Oth. I cry you mercy then, | 
I tooke you for that cunning whore of Yemce, Emer Emillia. 


That married with Othels : You miſtriſle, 
That haue the office oppoſite toS. Peter, 
Andkeepes the gates in hell ; you, you,I,you ; 
We ha done ourcourſe ; there's money for your paines, 
I pray you turne the key,and keepe our counſell. Ex. 
Ems. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceme 
How doe you Madam ? how doe you my good Lady : 
Def. Faith halfe a ſleepe. 
Em, Good Madam,what's the matter with my Lord? 
Deſ. With who? 
Em. Why,with my Lord, Madam, 
_ Def. Whoisthy Lord? : 
Em, He that is yours,{weet Lady. 
Deſ. Ilha none,doe not talke to me Emilia, , 
es K ; 
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I cannot weepe,nor anſwere hane T none, © - | fn 
Bur what ſhould goe by warer : prethce tonight. 
Lay on my bed my wedding ſheets aan pens. | 


And call thy husbandhithec, +» La0R 
Em, Here is achinge ind-:ed. - Mas 
Def. Tis meet I ſhould be v{de fo,very meet, | 


How hue I bin bchag'd, that he m = ſticke: 
ny __ opinion on my leaſt miſuſe, Enter 1a 
. Whart is your plcaſure Madam?.. and Emillia. 
| Hos; ''& with you? 
Def. Ican nor tell : thaſe thar doe teach young babes, 
Doc it with gentle meanes,2nd calie taskes 3 
He might ha chid me ſo, for ia good faith, 
Iam achilieto chiding. 
. Jag. What isthe matter Lady? 
Em, Alas lago,my Lord hath ſobewhord her, 
Throwne ſuch BGoiednd heauy tcrmes ypon her, 
As truc hearts can not bearc. 
Def. AmI that name ago? 
Jag What name faire Lady? | 
Def. Such as ſh: (ayes my Land did ſay I was. 
Em. He cali'd her whore ; a begger in his drinke, 
Could not have laycd ſuch tearmes vpon his Callcr. 
_ » fag. Why d:dh: (0? 
Def. I Jo: not know, I amſure I am none ſuch. 
Jag. Do: not weepe,doe not weepe : alas the day. 
Em. Has the forſooke ſo many nuble marches, 
Her Father, and ber Countrey,and her Friends, 
Tob: citd whore? would it not make- one weepe?- 
Def. I: is my wretched fortune, | 
Jag. Beſhrew him for it: how comes this tricke vpon him?, - 
Deſ. Nay,heauendoth know. 
Em. 1 wilt be h1ngd,if ſomecternall villaine, 
Somebuſic and inſinuating rogue, 


Some cogging, couſcning ſlaue,ro get ſome office, BT 


_ not dcuiide this flander,Ilc be haneg'delſe. 
_ Jag Fiethere i8no ſuch man it is impolsible. 


: Des. If any Inns parte. 
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Em. A halter pardon him,and hell gnaw his boues 2 
Why.ſhould he call her whorc? who keepes her com 
W hat place, what timegwhat forme, what l:kelihood? 
The Moore's abus'd by ſome moſt villanous knane z 
Some baſe notorious knau: ,ſomeſcuruy fellow ; 

O heanen, that ſuch compauionsthoudlt rnfold, 
And put in cuery honeſt handa whip, 
To laſhthe raſcall,naked through the world, 
Even frew the calt to'th welt. 

Jag. Speake within dores. | 

Em. O fie vpon him ; ſane ſuch ſquire he was, 
That turnd your wit,the ſcamy ſide withour, 
And made you to luſpedt me with the Moore. 

Jag. Youu area foole,goc to, 
Def. Oo good [ago, 
What ſhall 1 doc to win my Lord againe ? 
Good friend goc to him,for by this light of heanen, 
I know not hove | loſt him. | 
Here [| kaevlc : 
If ere my will did treſpaſſe *gainſt his lone, 
Eicher in diſcourſc,or thought, or aRuall deed, 
Or that mine eyes,minecares,or any ſence, 
Delighted them in any other forme z 
Or thar I doe nor yet,and cuer did, 
Ard cuer will (though he doe ſhake meoE 
To beggerly diuorcement,) Joue him deerely 2 
Comfort for{weare me; vakindnefſe may doe much, 
And his vnkindaeſfle may defeat my life, 
But neuer taint my loue,l can not ſay whore, 
It dath abhorre me,now [ ſpeake the word, 
To doe the aR,that might th'addition earne, 
Nog the warlds made of vanity could make me. _ 

. 1«q- 1 pray yoube cgnteanr, tis bur his humour, 
The-bulinefſe of the State does him offence, 
And he docs chide with you, 

Deſ. lt t'were kde an 
7ag., Tis but ſo,I warrant you : 


& 


ſupper; 


T4 theeAXſnoreof Venic 


The meate,great Meffengers of Venice (tay 


_ Goc in,and weepenot,all things hibe v wy 1. Exit women, 
How now Roarrigo ? Emer Rodcrigo. 
__ I doe not finde rhat thou dealt iultly with me. 
- Whar in the conerary? 


wo Euery diy t'i04 doffeſt me, wich fy nedeuiſe Tags; and tur, 


© as it ſcenes ro m2: nowkeefplt from meall conuemiency, _— 


pliett me with the l;aſt 2doan! 'age of 10pe : I will indeed nolo 


1ndare it, nor anl yerpertwad-d to par vp ia peace, what alrea 
hauc fooliſh'y \uff:red., 


Jag. Will you heare me Roderzgo ? 

Rod. Sir, hauc h:ard too much, 
For your words and performance, 
Are no kin together. 

| Jag, You charge me moſt vniuſtly. 

- Red, With nought but trueth: 4 hane waſted my ſelfe out of 
meanes; the lewels you haue hid from me, to deliger to Deſdemona, 
would halfe haue corrupt<d a Vorariſt : you have told me ſhe has re- 
cciu'dem,and return'd me exp<Ration,and comforts,of ſuddajnc re- 
ſpeRt and; acquaintance,burl find none, 

lag. Well,goe to,vcry well. 

Red. Very well, goe to, Icannotgoto (man,) nor t'is not very 
well; Ifay tis very  (curuy ,and begin to fin my (clfe fopt in it. 

Tag. Very well. 

Rod; Ifay it is not very well: I'will make my felfe known to Deſ- 

demona; if (he will returne me my Iewels, I will gine oger my ſuite, 
and repent my vnlawfull ſollicitarion, if not, aflure your ſelfe, 1le 
| ſeeke (artisfattion of you. 

| fag. You haueſaide now. 


'I 


Rod. I, and (aide nothing, but what I proteſt entendment of 


doing. 

Jag Why now 1 ſcethere's mettle tn thee, and cuen-from this 
inſtant, An build on thee a better opinion therr ever before 
| giue me thy hande Roderigo : Thou haſt raken againſt mee a moſt 


zuſt conception, but yet I proteſt, I haue dealt moſt direRly in 
thy affaire., 


od. It hath not appeared. 


- Jag. I grant ade it hath norappear',and your ſaſpition is Tl 
wit 


y 


y 


| ſhall fall betweeae vs ; come, ſtand nor amaz'd at it, but goc along 
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Without witte and judgement : But Roger:go, if thou haſt that within 

thee indecd, which { haue greater reaſon to belecue now,then euer, [ 

meane, purpoſe, courage, and valour z this night ſhew it ; it thou the 

next night following cnioyeſt not Deſdemona, take me from this 

world with treachery, and dcuiſe engincs for my lite, 
Red. Well,is it within reaſon and compaſic ? 
leg. Sir,there is cſpeciall commiſſion come from Yenice, 


To depute Caſsio in Othello's Place. 


Red. 1s that true? why then OcheBo and Deſdemons 
Rerurnc againe to Vezice. 

lag. O no,he gocs into Mauricenie,and takes away with him 
The faire De/demons,ynleſlc his abode be linger'd 


Here by ſome accident, wherein none can be ſodeterminate, 


As the remouing of Caſ5:0, 

Red, How doc you meane remouing of him? 

Iag. Why,by makinghim vncapable of Orcbef&: place, 
Knocking out his braines, 

Rod. Andthat you would hante me to doe: 

lag. I,and if:youdare doe your ſelfe a prefit and right ; he ſups to 
night with a harlotry,and thither will I gos to him z —he knows not 
yet of his honourable fortune: if you will watch his going thence, 
which I will faſhion to fall out between twelue and one, you may take 


him at your pleaſure : I will be neere to ſecond your attempt, and he 


with me, [| will ſhzw you ſuch a neceſvity in his death, that you ſhall 


thinke your ſelfe bound to put it on him. Itis now high ſupper time, 


and the night growes to waſt ; about it. 
| Rod, 1 will heare further reaſon for this. . 
Tag. And you ſhall be ſarisfied.. * Exeunt, . 


Enter Othello, D:{demona, LoJouico,Emillia, 
| and At tendants ” 


Z od. 1 doe beſeech you fir,trouble your ſelfe no further. - 
Otb. O pardon me, it ſhall doe me good to walke, 

Lod Madim,goodnight,lhanbly thanke your Ladiſhip, 
Deſ., Your Honeur is moſt welcome. 2” 

Oth. Will you walke fir ; =O Deſdemons, 


K 3. Deſc. 
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| Def. My Lord. 
: ©:h, Get you to bed o&the inſtant, T will be return, forthwith 
Jiſp:tch your Attendant there, —lovke it be done. Exennt. 
_ Def, 1willmy Lord. 
Em. How goesit now ? he lookes gentler then he did. 
Deſ. He ſatcs he will returne incon.1ncnt 3 
He hath commanded me to goc tobed, 
An1 bade mc to diſmiſſe you. 
Em. Diſnifſc me? 
Def. It was his bidding,therefore good Emillss, 
Glue me my nightly weering.and adiev, 
V Ve mult not now difpleaſe him. 
£m. VVouldyou hadneuer ſeenchim. 
Deſ. So would not [,my louc doth lo approve him, 
Thar eacn his ſtubborneneſſc, his checks and ftrownes, 
(Prethee vnpin me) hawe grace and fauour in thew. 
Em. Ihauc laicd thoſe ſheets you bad me on the bed. 
De. All's one,goodfather; how fooliſh are our minds; 
If I doe dic before thee,prethee ſhrowd me 
| Inoneoftholc ſame ſheers. | 
Ew. Come,cone,you talke. 
Def. My mocher hada maid cal'd B ovary, 
She was in louc,and he ſh= lou'd preu'd mad, 
And41d forſake her,ſhe had a ſong of willow, 
An old thing r'was,bur it expreſt her fortune, 
 Andſhe died fioging ir, that ſong ronight 
 VVill not goc fcom my mind; | 
I haue mnchto doe ; 
But to goe hang my headall at one ſide, and ſing it like poore Bars 
bary ; prethee diſpatch. 
Em. Shall I goc fetch your night-gowne? 
Dcſ. Nogyupin me heere. 
This Ledonico 13 a proper man, 
Em, Avery hand ſome man. 
Deſ. He ſpeakes well. 
Em. Iknow a Lady in Venice, would haue walk'd barefooted to 


Paleſtine,for a touch of his neither lip, 
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Deſdemona ſings. P 
T he _ ſouls ſate ſi bing by a ſicamour tree, 
fone all a green a 
Her hand on her beſome, ber head on her knee, 
ſing willow willow, willow ; 
T he freſh ftreames ran by her, "_ rr her moanes, 
fing willow, willow, willow, 
Her ſalt teares fell from her which ſoftned the ſtones, 
ſ*ng willow 6. ( Lay by theſe. ) 
ls, Wsllow. F 
(Prethee hie thee, hc'le come anon. ) 
Sing all a green welow muſt be my garland; 


Let nobody blame bim, bis ſcorneI approue : 
(Nay,rhat's not next : harke,who's that knocks?) 
Em. T'isthe winde. 
Def. I call'd my love falſe, but what ſayd he then ? 
ſing willow, willow willow, 
If I court mo women, youle couch with mo men. 
So,ger thee gon,good night, mince cycs do? itch, 
Does that boade weeping ? 
Em. Tis neither here nor there. 
Deſ. I hauc hcard itſaide ſo; O theſe men,theſe men : : 
Doſt thou 1n conſcience thinke (tell me Emilie, ) 
Thar there be womnendoe abuſe theit hugsbands 
In ſach groſle kindes ?- 
£m, There bc ſome ſuch, no queſtion. 
Deſ. Wouldit thou doe ſuch a thing,for all the world? | 
Em, Why, would not you? 
Deſ. No by this heaucn!» light. 
E'm. Nor I neithgr.by this heauenly light, 
I might as well doc it in the daike. 
Def. Woulditthou dc ſuch a deed, for all the world ? 
Em. The world is a huge ring it is a great —_ 
For 2 (mall vice. 


Def. Introchl thinks thou wouldſt not. 
Ez, Inifoha | rhinks A at and rado't when 1 haddone i It 


T : mary 
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mary I would not doe ſuch a thing for a ioynt-ring, or for meaſures 
of Lawne,nor tor Gowns, Petticotes,or Caps, nor any petty exhi- 
bicion; bur for the whole world : why who would not make her hus. 
_=_ a Cuckold to make bim a Monarch? I ſhould venture purgato- 
ry for it. 
De/. B:ſhrew me,if 1 would doe ſuch wrong 
For the whole world. y 
Em. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'th world; and hauing the 
world for your labour, tis a wrong in your owne world, and you 
might quickly make itright. ; | 
Def. 1 doe not thinke there is any ſuch woman. | 
Em. Yes, a dozen,and as many tothe vantage,as would ftore the 
world they played for. | 
But I doe thinke ir is their husbands faults, 
Ifwiucs doc fall : (ſay thir they flack their duties, 
And poure our treaſures into forreigne laps, 
Or <lſe breake out in pecuiſh tcalouſtes, 
Throwing reſtraiit ypon vs; or ſay they ſtrike vs, 
Or ſcant our former hauing in deſpight,) | 
Why we hane galles, and though we haue ſome grace, 
Yet haue we ſome reuenge : Let husbands know 
Their wiues haue ſence like ther ; they ſee, and ſmell, 
And haue their pallats both for {weet and ſowre, 
As husbanis haue : what is it thatthcy doe, 
When they ch:nge vs for others? 1s it ſport ? 
I thinke it is ; and doth affe&ion breed it? 
I thinke it doth ; 1s't frailty thar thus erres? 
It 1s ſo too ; and haue not we affeRions ? 
Defircs for fport ? and frailtic as men haue? 
Then let em vſc vs well,clſe let em know, 
The 1ils we doe.thear ills inftruR vs ſo. 
Deſ. Good night, good night, heanen me ſuch vſes ſend, 
Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad mend, Exeunt. 


Actus 5, Scaena 1, 


Enter Iago and Roderigo. | 
Ere ſtar d behind this bulke,ſtrait will he come, 
-& Weare thy goed Rapier bare,and puc ir home, 


Jap. 


Quicke 
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Quicke,quicke,feare nothing, Ile be at thy elbow ; 
It makes vs,or it marres vs,t inke of _ 
And fixe more firme thy reſolution. 
Rod. Be neere at hand, [ may miſcarry in't, 
/ag. Here at thy hand,be bold, and take thy ſtand, - 
Rod. I hauc no great deuotiontothe —_; 
An3 yet hc his giuen me ſatisfying reaſons ; 
Tis but a man gon : forth my ſword, he dies. 
lag. I haue rubd this young Quat almoſt to the ſenſe, 
And he growes angry,now, whether he kill Caſte, 
Or {( «ſis him, or cach doe kill che other, 
Euery way makes my game ; liue Roderige, 
He calls me to a reſtirution large, 
For Gold and Icwells that 1 bob{ from him, 
As gifts to Deſdemona : 
It muſt not be,if C«ſ7:0 doe remaine, 
He hasa daily beauty in his life, 
That makes me vgly : and beſides,the Moore 
May vnfould me to him ; there ſtandTI in much perrill: 
N pts muſt dje,be'tſo,1 h:are himcomming. 
Enter Calxio, 
Rod. I know bis gatestis hes villaine thou dick, 
_ Caf. That thruſt hadbin my enemy indeed, 
Bur that my coare is better then thou knowſt 3 
[ will make proofe of thine, 
Rod. O,T amſlaine. 
1 Caſ. 1 2m maimd for ever light ho,murder, 
Emer Othello. 
Oth. The voice of Caſi10, lago keepes his word. 
Rod. © villaine that [am. 
Oth. Harkc,tis eucn (o. 
Caſ. O helpe ho,light,a Surgeon. 
Oth. Tis ke,O brave Jag hone and 1uſt, 
Thar haſt ſuch noble ſenſe of thy friends wrong, 
Thou teacheſt me ; —minion, your deare lies dead, 
And your vnbleſt fate hiesz ſtrumper I come; 
Forth of my heart, thoſe charmes thinceyes are blotted, 


Thy bed luſt-Ctaind,ſhall with wy blood be ſpotted, 
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Enter Lodouico and Gratiano. 

Geof. What ho,no watch,no paſſage, murder,nmurder, 
Gra, Tis ſome 'miſchance,thc cry is very dircfull. 
Ca/. O help:. Led, Harke. 
Rod, O wretched villainc. 

Led. Two or three grones,it is a heauy nighe; 
Theſe may be counterferrs,let's think*t volate 
To come isto the cry without more helpe, 

Rod, Nao body come,then ſhall I bleed rodeath. 

Enter lago wuk «light, 

Lod. Harke. 
"4 Here's one comes in his ſhirt with lights and weapons. 
Tt. Who's there ? whoſe noiſe is this that cries on murder ? 
. I doe not know. 


_ ' Did not yeu heare a cry? 
Caf, Herezhere,for heauer.s (ake he)pe me... 
. Whats the matter? 
Gra. This is Othellos Anticne,as | take it. 
Led. The ſame indeed, a very valiant fel!ow. 
Jag. What arc you here that cy ſogrieuouſly 
Caſ. 1«go,O | am ſpoil'd, yndone by villaines, 
Giue meſome hclpe. 
Jag. O me, Lciatenant, what villaines have don this? 
| Caf. I thinke the onc ofthem is here about, 
And cannot make 2Way, 
Tag. O treacherous villaines: 
| Whar are youthere ? come in and giuc ſome helpe. 
Rod. O,hclpe me here. 
41 That's one of cm. | 
lag. O murderous flaue,O villaine. . T bruſts hin mn. 
Rod. O dan bd Jago,O0 inhumaine dog, — 0,0,0. 
Hap. Kill men the darke ? where be thoſe bloody thecues ? 
Hew filent is this Towne ? Ho, murder, murder : 
What may you be? are you of good or euili? 
Lod. As you ſhall prooxe m_ VS. 
Tag. Scignior Lodouice, 
Lod, He fir. 
_ Tops Tcry you mercy 1 here's Cafe hart by villaimes, - 
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Gra, Ceſils. 
Tag. How is it brother? 
Ca. My leg is cut in two. | M 
_” yan, mates: forbidz 
Light Gentlemen, I!c bind ie wich my ſhirr. 


Enter Blar.Ca. 
' Bia. What is the matter ho,who i'ſtthar cried? 
Iag. Who i'(t that cried? _ 
Bis. O my deare Coſii0,O my ſweet Coſcis, Caſsio, Coſnis.. 
lag. O notable ſtramper : Cſcio,may you ſuſpeR 
Who they ſhould be that rhus haue mangled you ? 
Caſ. No. 
| Gra, I am ſorry to find you thus, I haue bin to ſeeke you. 
fe, Lend me a garter, ſo; —oh for a chaire te beare him eaſily 
'hence, | 
Bia. Alashe faintsz O (ſnio,(ſ150,( aſ#i0. 
Tag. Gentlemen all,l doe ſuſp<R this Traſh 
Tobeare a part inthis minric ; paticnce a while good Coſnr19; 
Come, come, lend me a light: 
Know wee this face,or no? 
Alas my friend,and my deare countrey man: 
Roderigo ? no, yes ſure yes,tis Rederigo: 
Gre. What,of Venice ? i 
Jag. Een he fir,did you know hum? 
Gra. Kaow him? I. 
14, Seignior Gratians,lcry you gentle pardon: 
Theſe bloody accidents muſt excuſe my manners: 
That ſo negk Red you. 
Gre. Iampgladtoſce you. 
Jag, How dee you Caſ#0? O,a claire, achaire. 
Gra, Roderige? 
leg, Hetis he : O thar's well (aid,achaire ; 
Some good man bcarc him carefully from hence, 
Ile fetch the Generalls Surgeon: for youmiſtriſſe, 
Sauce you pow labour, he that lies{laine bere,(Caſ3lo,) 
Was my deare friend ; what malice was betwixt you? 
Caſ. None inthe world,nor doe 1 know the man. 


lag. What,looke hs” O bearc hin out 0'the AirEe 
| 4 * 


Stay 
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Stay you good Gentlewoman, lo 5ke you pale miſtriſſe ? 
Doe you percelue the icaſtures of her eye-? 

Nay,an you li:1:re,we ſhall h:uc more anon : 

Behold her weil | pray you, looks vport her, 

Doe you ſce Ger.tlemen? nay guiltineſſ- 

Will ſpeake, though torgues were cut of v/t. Emer Er. 


Em. Las what's the marter ? what” the matter husbang? * 


Jag. Caſ1to has here dia ſet Cn in the darke, 
By Roderigo,and feillowes that ate ſcap'r, 
Hec's almoſt (11ine,and Rogerrgo dead. 

Em, Alas good gentleman, alas pood Caſ5i0, 

Tap. This1s the truitc of wi:otins ; prithec Emil, 
Goe know of Caſ1i0 where he ſrp: ron'gl : 
What,doe you ſhake at that ? 

Bia. He ſupt at my houſe, but ! thcrefore ſhake no:. 

Jag. Odilheſo,! charge you 502 with we. 

Em, Fic vpo: thce (trumpet. 

Bia. lamnoſtrun pcr,bur of life as honcſt, 


| As you thatthus abuſe me. 


Em, As i; now tic vpon thee. 

lag Kind Gentlemcn,let's goe {ee poore Caſcio dreſt 1 
Come milſtreſle, you muli te!l's arother tale. 
Emillia,runne you to the Cittad-il, 
And tcll my Lord and Lady what has hapr : 
Will you gc 0n? I pray : Tais is the night, + 
That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. 

| E xewnt. 
Enter Othclio with a light and N(d.mona in her bed. 

Oth, It istte caule,it 1s the cauſz,ny ule, 

Let me not nam it to 3'0u,z on chaſte ſtarres:; 


|  1risthecauſe, yer llenor ſhed her blood, 


Nor (carre that whicerskin of hers then ſnow, 
And ſmooth as monumentall alablaſter ; 

Yet ſhe muſt dye,clſc ſheell betray more men, 
Pot out the light,and then put our the light : 

If Iquerchthee,thou flaming miniſter, 

I can againe thy former light reſtore, 
Should I repent me z but once put out thine, -. 


4 


Y 


Bo 
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Thou cunningſt patterne of exceiling nature, © 
I know not where is that promethian heate, 


That can thy light rclurr ine : when I haue pluckt the roſe, (2 


I cannct giue it vitall growth: gaine, 


Ir mui necds wither ; Ic ſmcll it onthe tree 3 keſſes ber. 


A balmy breath,thar doth almoſt perſwade 
iuſtice her ſ{clte robreake her ſword : one more ; 
Be thug when thou art dead,and I will killthee, 
And loue thee after ; one more,and this tlelaſt: 
Soſwcert was ne're (o fatall: I muſt weepes | 

venly, 


| But they are cruel|teares : this ſorrow's 


It ſtrikes where it Cocs loue : ſhe wakes, - 
Deſ. Who's there? Othello? $ *q 
Oth, I, Deſdemona, * 
Deſ. Will you come to bed my Lord? -- 
Oth. Haue you prayedtonight, D omannd 
Deſ. Iwy Lord. 

Oth. If you bethinke your felfe of any crime, 
Vnieconcil'd as yet to heaucnand grace, 

Solicite for it ltraite. 

Deſ, Alas my Lord, whar doe you meane by that ? 

Oth. Well,Coc it,and be bricfe, I will walkeby, 
1 would not kill thy vnprepared ſp irit, 

No, he:ucn torc-fcrd,1 would not kill thy ſoule, 

Deſ. Talke youot killing : d 
Oth. I, I doe. 7 
Deſ. Then heaven haue mercy on me. 

Oth, Amen; withall my heart. TT 

Def. If youſay ſo, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth, Hun, 

Def. And yet Ifeare you. for y'are fatall then, _ 
When your cyes roule ſo; why I ſhould feare,I know nor, 
5!nce guiltineſle 1 know not, bur yet I feele I feare. 

-Otrh. [hinke on thy finres. 

Def. They are loues I beare to you. 

Orh, And for that thou dieſt. 

Def. That deathe's ynnaturall,that kills for Joulng ; 
Alas,why kraw you {0 your neather lips 
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loody paſſion ſhakes your very frame, 

Theſe are portents : but yer I hope 

They doe noc point on ine. | 
Och, Peace,aud be ſtill. 
Deſ, 1 will ſo, what's the matter ? 


Thou gaueſt to Coſ0. 
Deſ. No,by my lifc and (oule, 


Send for the man and aske him. 


Oth, Sweet (oule rake heed, take heed of periury, 
Thou art on thy dcath-bed. 

Def. I,bat not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes,preſently ; 


| Therefore confeſle thee freely of rhy (inne, 


For rodeny cach article with oath 


_ Camnotremouc,norchoake the ſtrong conception 


Thar 1 doc groane withall: thou art to die. 

Def. Then Lord haue mercy on me, 

Oth. I ſay amen... 

Deſ. And hauc you mercy too: | 
I neuer did offcad you in my life, —neuer lou'd Caſ140, 
Bur with ſuch generall warranty of heaucn, 
As I mighrlouc I ncuer gauehim token. 


Oth. By heauen I (aw my handkerchicfe in his hand: 


O periur'd woman, thou doſt ſtone « heart, 
And makſt mc call,what I intend to doe, 
A murder, which I thought a ſacrifice z 


 1ſaw the handkerchicfe, 


Deſ. He found it then, | 
z neucr gaue it him fend for him bither, 
Let himcoafcile a truth,” | 
Orch. He has conteſt. 
De/. Whar,my Lord? 
Oth. That he hack—vſde thee, 
Def. How,vnlawfully ? 
Orb. I. 
Def. H: will aot-lay (0. 
Oth. Noghis momh is top'd, 


Oh. Thathandkerchiefe which 1 © lou'd,and gaue thee, 


Honeſt 


aa 
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Honeſt 7«go hath tanc order for't. 
Deſ. My feare interprets then,—what is he dead? 
Oth, hadall his haires bin lives, 
My great rcuenge had ſtomacke forem all, 
Deſ. Alas he is betraid,and I vndone, 
Oth. O ſtrumpet,—weepct thou for him to my face? 
Def. O banniſh me my Lord, but kill me not. 
Oth. Downe ſtrumpet, 
Def. Kill me to morrow, let me liue to night. - 
Oth. Nay,an you ſtriue, ; 
Deſ. But balfe an houre.- 
Oth. Being don,thcre is no paule, 
De/. But while I ſay one prayer. _ beftifly 
Oth, Tistolate, Emillia ceFes Within. 
Em. My Lord,my Lord,whar hoc,:ny Lurd,my Lord. 
Oth. What voyce is this? noe.dead? not yetquite dead? 

' Trhat am cruell,am yer mercitull, 

I would not hauc thee linger in thy paine; —ſo,ſo, 
Em. What ho,my Lord, my Lord, I 
Och. Who's there? ; 
Em, O good my Lord, I'd< (peake a word with you. 

Oth. Yes, tis Emvullea, by «nd by : ſh.c* tead;. = 

Tis like ſhe comes to ſpeake of Caſ240: death ; 

The noyſc was heere z ha,no MOr<-OUINg, 

Still as the graue z ſhall ſhe come in ? we * good ? 

I chinke ſhe [tirres againcz no what's che bet? 

Tf ſhe con e in,ſhe''e lure ſpeake tomy wite, 

My wire,my wife, wit wif- ? i ha no watcs. 

O inſupportable ; O heavy hourc. 

Me thinks it ſhouli be now a huge Ecclips 

Of Sun and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawvre ar alt: ration. 

Em. 1do beſcech you 1 may ſpeake withyou,—O good my Lord. 
Octh. I had torgotten thee : come in Emullis 3 
Soft,by 2nd by . let me the curtaines draw. Emer Emillia. 
Where art tho? whats the matter with thee now? 


Em. O my good — PC a 
Oth, What ?now ? 
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. Em, But now my Lord, 
Orh, It1sthe veryercot of the Moone, 


She comes wore neere theearth then ſh: was wont, 


AnJ makes men mad. _. 

Em, Caſio my Lord has kil'd a young Venetian, 
CaldR oderigo. — 

Oth, Roder:go Kild,and Caſio kild? 

Em. No, Caſi40 1s no: kild. 

Oth. Not Caſsio kild ? theu mucder's ou: of tune, 
And ſweet rcucnge growes harſh. 
_ Def. O falſly,fally murdered. 

Em. Ahlas,what cry 1s that? 

Orb, Thar, vehat ? . 

Ew. Out and alas,it was my Ladics voyce, 
Helpe,helpe,hohelpe,O Lady ſpeake againe, 
Swcet Deſdemons,O (ſweet milſtreileſpcake.-. . 

Def. Aguilcleſſe death Idie. 150 

Ew, O who has done this deed? - 1; 

Def. Nobody, Imy ſelfe; farewell : ;- _ +} 


Commend me to my kinde Lord,Q farewell. - ” ſhe dies, 


Ortb, Why:how ſhouldſhe be murdered? ' 
Em, Alas, who knovees ? Fo wv, wil Wl 
Oth, You heard her fay,her (elfe ie was not I, 
Em She (ayd ſo,I muſt needs report a gruth. | 
Orh, She's like 8 lyer gone ro burning hell, 


 T'was1 thar kild her-: .. 


Em, O the mare Angell ſhe, 


| Andyou the blacker dcyill, - 


Oth, She turn'dto folly, and ſh: was a whores 
Em Thou daeſt bely her and thou art adevuill. 
Oth, She was falſe ag watcr, 
Em, Thoudrt raſh as tire, | 
To (ay that ſhe wes taile 5 O ſhe was heauenly true. 
Oth, Caſiro did ton her, a8ke rhy husband clle, 
O [ weredanwd bencath &1l depth in hell, 
But that I did proveed'vpon iuft grounds _ 
70 this extremity,thy hugband knew 17 ail, 
' J'm, My husband : 


Oth. 
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Oth. Thy husband. 

Ew, That ſhe was falſe to wedlocke? 

Oth, IT,with Caſio : nay, had ſhe bin true, 
If heaucn would make me ſuch another world, 
Ofone intire and perfeR Criſolite, 


' I'de not haue (old her for it. 


Em, My husband? 

Octh, 1, twas he that told me firſt ; 
An honeſt man he is,and hates the lime 
That ſtickes on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth, What needs thiskeration? woman, I ſay thy husband. 

Em. Oh Miſtres, villany hath made mockes with lone : 

My husband ſay that ſhe was falſe? 

Oth. He woman,l ſay thy husband ; _ rnderſtand the word? 
My friend,thy husband, honeſt, honeſt 7. 

Em. It hc (ay ſo,may his pernitious Gato 
Rot halfe a graine a day z he lies to'th heart, 

She was toofond of her moſt filthy bargaine. 
Oth. Ha? 
Em, Doe thy worſt ; 
This deed of a! is no more worthy heauen, 
Then thou waRt worthy her 

Oth. Peace,you were beſt. | 

Em, Thou haſt not halfe the power to doe me harme, 
As I haueto be hurt: O gull,O dolt, 

As ignorant as durt; thou haſt done 2 deed— 


. - I carenot for thy (word,Ile make thee know, 


ThoT loſt rwenty lives : helpe,helpe,O helpe ; 
The Moore has kild my Miſtreſe,marder turder, 


Emer Montano Gragantio,lago, and others, 

- Mon, What is the matter ? how now Generall? 
Em O,are you come Jags ? you hane net, 
Thatmen muſt lay their marder on your! neck. 

Gra. What 1s the matter ? El 
Em. Diſproouethis villaine, if thon beets man a 


Ne laycs thou toldſt him that hiswife-was falſe-3-- 


M 
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_ - T know thou diſt not, thou art fot ſucha villaine : 
 Spexrke,for my heart is full. | 
Jag. 1to14hin what I chonght, and toid no more, 
Then what he found himle!lfe was apt and true. 
Em, Burt $i] you cuer te!l him ſhe was falle? 
lag. Ic1d, 
Em, You toid a liz,an odions damred lie ; 
Vpon my ſoule alie, a wickedlie : 
She falſe with Caſs:o; did yam (ay with Caſ$io ? 
lag, With Caſ#10 miſtrefle ; goto, charme your tongue, 
Em. 1 vill not charme my tongue, I am bound to ſpeakeF 
My Miſtrcſſe here ltes murdered in her bed. 
Al, Oh heavens forcfend; 
Em. And your reports haue ſet the murderer on. 
Orb. Nay,ſtare not mafiers, it is true indeed. 
Gra. Tis 2 itrange truth. 
At... O monſtrous att ! 
Em. Villany,viliany,villany ; 
{thinke vpon't, I thinke, I (mell a villany ; 
I thought ſothen; Ile kill my (clfe for griefe, 
O villany,villany. | 
leg, What are you mad? I charge you get you home, 
Em. Good Gentlemen let ine hauc leane to ſpeake ; 
Tis proper I obcy him,but not now : 
Perhaps ago, | will ne're goe home. 
Oth, Oh, o!1, oh. _ _ Oth. falls onthe bed. 
Em. Nay,lay thee downe,and roare, 
For thon haſt kild the {weetelt innocent, 
That erc did lift yp eye. 
Orh, O ſhe was toulez 
I ſcarce did know you Vncle,there lies your Niece, 
Whoſe breath indecd,thcſc hands hauc newly (topt ; 
I know this a& ſhewes terrible and grim. 
7, Poore Deſdemons,] am g)adthy father's dead, 
Thy watch was mortall to him,and pure gricfe 
Shore his old thread intwaine : did he liue now, 
- This fight would make him doc adeſperate turne, 
Yea,cuſ; his better, Angell from bus fide, 


Lf ( 
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And fall to reprobation. | 

+» Otch. Tispittifull,bur yer logo knowes, 

That ſhe with Cſ750,had the a& of ſhame 

 & thouſandtimescommirtedz Ceſ756 confeſt it 5 

And ſhe did gratific hisamoroaus workes, 

With that recogniſance and pledge of loue, 

W hick I firſt gauc her ; I ſaw it in his hand ; 

It was a handkerchiete, an antique token 

My Father gaue my Mother. 

Em. O heaucn,O heaucnly powers, 

Jag. Come,hold your peace. 

Em, Twill out,twillout: I hold my peace fir,no, 

Te be in (peaking, liberall as the north; | 

Let heauen,and men,and dcuils,lct cm all, 

All,all cry ſhame againſt me,yer 1le ſpeake. 

ag. Bc wile,and get you home. 

Em. I will no*, 

G ra. Fic,your {word a woman? 

Em. O thou dull Moore,that handkerchiefe thou ſpeakſt on 
f found by fortune,and did giue my husband; 

For often with a ſolemne carneſtnefle, | 

(More then indecd belong'd to ſuch a trifle,) 

He beg'd of me to ſteale it, 
lag, Villaivous whore. 

Em, She gaue it Caſo50? no,alasT found it, 

And [ did giu't my husband. 

Jap. Filth,thoau licſt. 

Em. By heauenT Coe not, I doe nor Gentlemen, 
O-murderous Coxcombe ! what ſhould ſach a foole 
Doc wi:l: ſo good a woman? 

7 he Adoore runs at ago. Jago ke his wife, 

Oth, Arethere no ſtones in heauen, 

But what {-rucs for the thunder ? pernicious villaine, 
Gra, The woman falls, ſure he has kild his wife, 
Em, 1,1,O lay me by wy miſtrefſe ſide. Exit Iago. 
Gre. Hec's gone, but his wife's kild. 

Aon. Tis a notarious villaine, take your weapon, 
Which I haue here recouered from the Moores 
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Bur kill hi rather ; lle after thac ſame villainc, 


Fortis a damned laue. 
Oteb. 1 am not valiant neither, 


But cuery puny whiplter gets my (word: 
But why ſhould hor:our ouvline boneſty 2. 


| Letir goed. 


Em. .\V hat did thy ſong bede Lady ? 


fpeake rue ; 
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Come guard the doore without, let him not paſle, 


Exit Mont, and Gratiano. 


| Harke, canſt thou heare me ? I will play the Swan, 
Anddic is muſicke ; wiSow, walow, wikow. 
Moore, ſhe was chaſt, ſhe lou'd thee cruell Moore, 
So come my ſoule toblifle.as 1 


Soſpeaking as [| thinke,l die, Idie. ſhe dies. 


Oth. I hauc another weapon in this chamber, 
It is aſword of Spaine,the Ifebrookes temper 2 


 Q hercir is; Vncle,I muſt come forth. 


Gra. If thou attewpt it, it will coſt thee deere, 
Thou haſt no weapon,and perforce wulk ſafer. 

Orls Looke in vpon inet then,and ſpeake to me, 
Or naked as | amyI will affault thee. 

Gra. Whar is the matter ? 

Oth. Bchold,[ hauc a weapon, 
A better ncuer did i it (clfe ſultaine 
Vpona Soldicrs thigh : | haue ſcene the day, 


Thar with this little armeamd this good fword, - 
I hauc made my way through more impediments - 


Gra. Withiuns. 


Then twenty times your ſtop : but O vaine beaſd, 


- Who can controuletus fate? ris not ſonove. 
B- nor : ffraid though you coc ſceme weapon'd 3 


Here is my 1ovrnies end, here is my butte, 


The very Sca- markaofmy vImolt ſale. Y 
Doe you goc backediſmaid? tisa loſt feare, 
Man but a ruſh againſt Orbefo's breaſt; 

And heretir:s. Where ſhould O:heflo 


gac ?- 


How doſt thou looke now 2 O ill fats weneh, 
Pale as thy ſmocke ; when we ſhall meet ar .compt, 


And <IMG will ſnatch 


| 


@X itz ear ra girl, -- 


0 


|. - This uh 15h of chine wiltharle my ſoak from — 


4 OY n 


Eucyg 


the Moore of Venice. 


Egen like thy chaſtiry : O curſed (lane : 
Whip me you deuills, 
From the poſſe/lion of this heanenly ſight, 
Blow me abour in winds, roaſt me in ſulphare, 
Waſb nie in ſteepe downe gulphes of liquid firez 
O Deſdemons Deſdemona; dead,(0,0,0. 
Enter Lodouico, Montano,end officers, 
OS Caſlio #1 4 chawre | 
Led. Where is this raſh and molt infortunate wan ? 
Otch, Thar's he that was Osgbels,herel am. 
(. Lod. Where 1s that Viper? bring the villaine forth, 
Oth, I looke downe towards his feet, bur that's a fable, 
If that thou beeſt a deuill I cannot kitt thee, | 
Led. Wrench his ſword from him. 
Lag. 1 bleed fir, bur not kil'd. 
Oth. 1am not ſorry neither, I'de hane thee liue, 
For in my ſenſe tis happineſſe to dye. — 
|  Lod, O thou Otbelo,that wert once lo good, 
Falne in the praRiiſe of a damned ſlaue, 
What ſhould be ſaid to thee ? 
Oth. Why any thing. 
An honourable murderer if you will ; 
For nought did I in hate,but all in honour. 
Led. This wretch hath part confeſt his villainy & 
Did you and he conſent in Ceſsro's:death? 
Oth. I. mh 
C4. DeareGenerall,I didnener giue you cauſe. 
Oth, I doe belecuc it,and I aske you pardon ; 
Will you I pray,demaund that demy deuill, 
Why he hath thus inſnar*'d wy ſoule and body ? 
lag. Demand me nothing,what you know you know ; 
From this time forth I never will ſpeake word. 
Lod, Whart,not topray> 
Gre, Torments will ope your lips, 
Oth, Well chon doeſt beſt. 
Led. Sir, you ſhall vnderſtand what hathbefalne, 
Which,as I chink you know not there is alciter, 


NM 3 


gl - TheTrapedy of Othello 


Fornd in the pocket of the fl1ine Roderige; © 
And here «nother the one of them imports 
 ThedcathorC 4/110, to be vndertooke by Roders 

Och. O villai ET I 

. ine. 7; 

Cs}. Moſt hcatheniſh, and moſt groſe. 

Lod. Now heres another diſcontented paper, =o 
Found in us pock«t too,and this it ſeemes, 
RKoderigo meant to have ſent this damned yillaine, 
But that belike, ago in the interim | 
Came in,and ſatisfied him. 

Oth, O the pernitious caticfe ? 
How came you Ceſio by a handkerchiefe 
Thar was my wifes ? 
_ Cf. I founi it in my chamber; wir ae 
And he himſe!fe confeſt it but cucn now, ; 
Thar there he dropt-it,for a ſpeciall purpoſe, 
Which wrought to his defire, 

Oth, O foole,foole,fools, - = bao 2 fe 

. Caſ, There is beſides in Rederrgoes letter, x | 

How he obrailes lego, that he made him 
Brauc me vponthe watch whereon it came, 
That I was caſt ; ad cuen but now he ſpake, 
Afterlopg ſeeming dead, Jegohurt him, 
Jago (cc him on. | ; 

Led. YN ou muſtforſake this roome,and goe with ys, 
Your power and your command istaken off, 
And Cſ5:e rules in Cypr - For this flaue, 
If there be any. cunning cruelty, 
That can rormcnt him much,and hold him long, 
It ſhall be his : You ſhall cloſe priſoner reſt, -_ 
Ti{l that the nature of your fault be knowne | 
To the Yenctian State ; come,bring him aw3y. 
| Oth. Soft you,a wordor two before you goe ; 

Thauc done the State ſome ſcruice,and they Know't x 
No :nore of that : I pray you in your letters, 
W hen you ſhall thele volucky deeds relate, 
uſt (peake, 


= Speake of me as I am; nothing cxtenuate, 
Nor {5s dowac ought in malice : then you m 


the Moore of Venice. 

Of one that lou'd not wiſcly,but roo well :. 
Of ane nor calily icalous, bur being wronght,, 
Perplext in the extreame : of one whoſe hand, 
Like the baſe ndias,threw 2 pearle away, 
Richer thenall his Tribe : of on: whole tubdued cyes, 
Albeit ynuſed to the melting moode, 
Drop teares,as faſt as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinall gym: Set you downe this ; 
And ſay beſides,that in Aleppo once, 
Wherea Malignant and a Turband T wrke, 
Beare a Yenetian,and traduc'd the State 
I rooke bi'th throate the circumciſed dog, 
And ſmore him thus. He ſtabs himſclfe. 

Lod. O bloody periad. 

Gra. Allthat's ſpoke is ward. - 

Oth, 1 kiſtthee ere I kild thee, no way but this, 


Killing my ſcife,ro dye vpona kifle. He dies, 
Caf. This did I feare,but thought he had no weapon, 
For he was great of hearr, RES | >. 


Lod. O Spartane dog, 

More fcll then anguiſh, hunger,or the Sea. 

Looke on the tragicke lodging of this bed, 

This is thy worke ; the obic& poiſons ſight; 

Let it be hid : Grats«n0, keepe the houſe, 

And ceaze vpon the forrunes of the Moore, 

For they ſucceed to you : To you Lord Gouernoar; 
| Remaines the cenſure of this helliſh villaine, 

The time, the place,the torture; O enforce it, _ 

My ſelfe will {trait aboord,and vo the State, 

This heauy act with heauy heart relate. 
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